HE COULDN'T ACCEPT. 
MY CHILD 


... and, how could | ask him 
after the nightmare that had 
made me a mother ? 
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Embroidered 
on Special 
Label! 


Special extra feature available— 
Wearer’s name can be embroidered 
on silk label sewn right into garment 
—helps you make more sales. Every- 
one wants a personalized made-to- 
measure suit. FREE Sample Case 
includes Personalized Name Label 
information—send coupon now. 





Men!Send tor 











This Money- 
FREE! 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


ue 49°° 


IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money in full or spare time... 
as much as $40.00 in a day? Then mail the coupon below for 
your BIG FREE OUTFIT, containing scores of fine quality 
fabrics, sensational values in made-to-measure suits, top- 
coats, and sport coats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, better- 
looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you show the 
many beautiful, high quality fabrics—mention the low prices 
for made-to-measure fit and style—and show our guarantee 
of satisfaction, you take orders right and left. You collect a 
big cash profit in advance on every order, and build up a fine 
permanent income for yourself in spare time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
Just mail this coupon now for big, valuable outfit filled with 
fine fabrics and everything else you need to start, including 
plans to get your own suit without 1¢ cost. You'll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
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letters of thanks. 


or any time 


now. Don't send a penny. 





ES YOUR OWN SUITS 


. WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


ZN Our plan makes it easy 
% for you to get your own 
personal suits, topcoats 
and overcoats without pay- 
ing l¢—in addition to your big 
Think of it! Not only 
do we start you on the road to making 
big money but we also make it easy for 
you to get your own clothes without paying one 
penny. No wonder thousands of men write enthusiastic 


JUST MAIL COUPON You don't invest a pen 

ny of your money now 
You don't pay money for samples, for 
outfits, or for your own suit under our remarkable 
plan. So do as other men have done—mail the coupon 
Just send us the coupon. 


the coupon below TODAY! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 
500 S. Throop St., Dept. B-364, Chicago 7, Ill. 





£ PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. B-364 : 
g 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 1 
§ Dear Sir: 1 WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO : 
& WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush De- j 
§ tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual H 
: fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. ‘ 
| i] 
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1430 No. Cahvenga 
Hollywood 28, Calif. 
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#2960 «FLUFF 
Chic chiffon over Rayon Taf- 
feta trimmed with dyed-to- 
match Maribou! Flame Red, 
Electric Blue, Black or Plum. 
Sizes 9 to 15. $19.99 





#2776 «LA SHEER 

Bare your shoulders and snug- 
gle your curves — styling has 
expensive detail in ten inch 
hemline! Drip dry cotton. Light 
Blue, Coral, Turquoise, Biack 


Mint Green Gold. Sizes 8 to 16. 


$7.99 





#2077 CHECK OUT #2547 MAGIC LINE #2374 SCULPTURED 
Crisp, fresh cotton shirtdress jy Ka s to nothing Definitely Frederick's. .. sculp- 
highlights back and hem with .- s stimify ving, Swishy tured 2-piece suit. jacket is 
enerous white lace inserts. taffeta sheath. Low criss-cross ciaspeq close by huge 4 inch 


rply checked in Pink, Blue 
or Black. Sizes 10 to 20.$8.99 


























GIVES EXTRA 
CLEAVAGE! 








GB = =4108 ~“TEaTImeE 
Lounge - ingly entertain with 
oriental charm . . . slim, slit 
skirt reveals trim-fit pants. 
Gayly printed Sa 
il Sizes 10 to 18. 
Rose, Lilac Sa.80 


GB 4211 ATHENA 
Grecian sep naga Delicate 
pleats, falling to mid-thigh . 
shirred close at the waist, 
shadowed with lace. Acetate 
Tricot, nylon pleating. Black 
Pink, Blue, Lilac. $2 9g 


#9220 =WAIST TAPER 
Keep your curves shapely! 
All-rubber elastic, perforated 
to allow skin to “‘breathe.”’ 
Sturdy front hooks. Waist sizes 
23 to 30” $2.00 


oO #5039 «CINCH OFF 
That French flavor to UPIlift 
, wasp your waist. Dram- 
atic Nylon lace over Acetate 
Satin, rubber Acetate, polyes- 
ter. Garters. Black, Red, Blue 
or White. Waist sizes 24, 26, 
28, 30, 32. $3.99 


GH #5073 counter 
POINT 


Specially designed shell cups 
combine a, underwiring to 
and lift bust te NEW 

high pointed perfection with 
extra cleovage?. Front hook. 
Acetate satin cups. Rubber and 
fetvester. Black, White. Sizes 
to 36 A, B, ¢. 3.99 


@ ssero venus 

Your ee will rise like a 
in this pretti- 

ler! Delnty stitched — 


sition. White. Sizes $2 to 36A 
52 to 388, 32 to 400. 2 for 
fer $5.95 


#3277 TWO TIMER 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fits into shaped 
pockets on hips and derriere 
and are YOUR SECRET! Knit 
Rayon Acetate Powerfiex. White 
or Black. 22 to 30 inch waist. 
$12.99 


#5162 HIP ENHANCER 
No need for ‘‘too slim hips" 
. hidden foam pads round 
you out at hipline, heip mask- 
out too heavy thighs. White. 
waist. Sizes 22 to 30 inch 
$5.99 


| #3437 «6SITZAPPEAL 

Get curves where you need 
them! Built in padding con- 
tours gently and subtly—gives 
control in tummy waist and 
thighs! Black or White. 22 to 
30 inch waist. $7.99 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEED * 
*full purchase price retunded 
if not 100% sotishied 








neck bares and flatters. mi 
and acetate. Black, re 
quoise. Sizes 8 to 20. 





buckle, skirt's reed slim. Ben- 
galine Faille. Red, Blue, Black. 
Sizes 8 to 20. $19.99 
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Free with your order .. . 

a copy of the “‘most-talked”’ 

about fashion catalog . 

crammed full of exciting | 
“designer original” dresses, 

bras, girdles, daring lingerie, 

sportswear and shoes. 


or 
send 25c (without order) . . 


CHARGE IT 
AT FREDERICK'S 
Write the Credit Manager 
for complete details. 
1438 W. CAHUENGA 
HOLLYWOOD 78, CALIF. 
(ORDER BY = NUMBER) 
ts COMO® | Ind Pee 
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HOLLYWOOD MAIL ORDER § 





| ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add SOc Postoge) 
] SEND C.O.0. (1 enclose $2 deport on each item) 
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TRAVEL LIGHT 


take Tampax along! 


lampax is absolutely featherweight! 
[t's made of pure surgical cotton, pro- 
tected by a satin-smooth applicator. 
[i's the daintiest, nicest protection 
ou can use. 

Sitting or standing, walking or run- 
ning, you never feel it. Tampax® also 
prevents odor. Its ease of disposability 
is a special blessing when you’re away 
from home. 

lampax absorbs internally and is 
fully protective no matter how gg 

OBELTS 
active you are. That’s why you Biats 
can bathe or swim wearing BUR 
Tampax. And you feel so re- (Sai 
laxed, so sure of yourself, with no 
telltale outlines to embarrass you. 

Buy Tampax in packages of 10 or 
10 wherever such products are sold. 
Your choice of 3 absorbencies (Regu- 
ul af" r or Junior). 







Robert Sloane 


TAM DAX Incorporated 
Palmer, Mass. 
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Cover Photo of Joan Murray 
By G. Marshall Wilson 


Tan’s August cover girl is 23-year- 
old Joan Murray, a secretary at 
CBS in New York, who hopes to 


become a radio announcer. 
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EDITOR 


All The World Loves Tan 


Just a note to say how much I enjoy reading 
TAN magazine each month. I’ve passed your 
magazine around to my friends, and they told 
me it is tops, the best in magazine reading. 

Mrs. Pat Colford 
Sydney, N.S., Canada 


I have been a TAN regular reader for the last 
few months, and I admit that Tan is “second 
to none.” The cover is ever attractive and the 
stories are super thrilling. I hope you'll keep it 
going for a long, long time, but don’t forget 
that the longer it comes out of the printing- 
press then the merrier I become. 

You might find it hard to believe that Tan 
has become a part of me and my friends, and 
it has made life worthwhile living. I hope that 
the first man to land on the moon will forget 
to explore the moon and start to explore his 
TAN magazine. 

Ahamed Omar 
Nyeri, Kenya 
British East Africa 


June Issue—Split Decision 


I think your June issue of TAN is absolutely 
the most. The stories are very good, and the 
articles on modeling and the Watusi are simply 
super. We were just learning the Watusi, and 
your story came just in time. Thank you, too, 
for the Continental and the Junkernoo. 

TAN is on the ball. 

Patti Chisholm 
Chicago, Ill. 


Ihave always liked TAN magazine, but I really 
don’t know what happened to your June issue. 
I didn’t like the cover, and then the stories and 
pictures weren’t up to your usual fine quality. 

I don’t like to complain, but please, dear Mr. 
Editor—! 

L. F. 
New York City 


I have just finished reading the June issue of 
Tan, and really, it is one of the best yet. I 
enjoyed all of the stories, especially “I Couldn’t 
Make Love Last.” It just shows how wrong 
we can be in blaming others too quickly. 

Please keep up the good work. I can hardly 
wait for the next TAN. 

Betty Jo Tyler 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Lloyd Price Fan 
I buy Tan regularly and I enjoy it very 
much. I loved your article on Lloyd Price in 
the May issue. He has been my idol ever since 
Teturned from the Army. 
Cathie Chamblee 
Belcross, N. C. 








“Light up 


your skin with beauty!” 


says famous model Helen Williams 


See’ 





Non-irritating—yet gives a lighter look! 
Refines pores, prevents oily shine, too! 


Glamorous Helen Williams is as famous in Paris, 
where she recently modeled, as she is in New York! 
Helen says, ‘‘I love the light, smooth look Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream gives my skin. It leaves a lovely 
luminosity, too!’’ And this gentle beauty cream 
never irritates as harsh bleaching creams so often 
do. It actually smooths and softens! 

Guards against blackheads, too! Greaseless 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream refines pores, checks 
oiliness! Use it by itself for a soft, velvety finish 

. . oF aS a base to keep makeup flawless. Light 
up your beauty with Pond’s Vanishing Cream! 



























[ am a constant reader of TAN magazine, and 
like it very much. I would appreciate it very 
much if you would enter my name in your Pen 
Pal columns. 

[ am 16 years of age, have medium brown 
omplexion and dark brown eyes. I weigh 115 
bs., and am 5’1” tall. I attend DuSable High 
Schoo! and am a junior. I would like to cor- 
respond with boys and girls between the ages 
of 16 to 20. I will answer as many letters as 
possible, and exchange photos if requested. 

Joan Allen 
4639 Lake Park 
Chicago, Il. 


Would you please publish my name in the 
Pen Pals section of your truly great magazine. 
| would like to write to both male and female, 
ill races and ages. in the U.S. and abroad. I 
vill answer all letters promptly and will ex- 
change photos if requested. 

[| am 27. 6’ tall, weigh 160 Ibs., and un- 
iarried. At present, I am attending business 
ollege in the evenings. I enjoy good music, 
good books, dancing, most sports and collect- 
ng old picture frames. Thank you. 

John D. Elliott 
11 Chestnut Street 
Elyria, Ohio 


| would appreciate it very much if you would 
enter my name in your Pen Pal columns. I am 
16 years of age, 5’7” tall, and weigh 120 Ibs. 
[ have black eyes, black hair and dark com- 
plexion. My hobbies are basketball, rock and 
roll records, and dancing. 

| would like to correspond with boys be- 
tween 16 and 20. I will exchange photos with 
you. Send a photo with first letter, and I will 
end a photo with my letter. All letters will be 
Helen Clark 
5103 Delores 
Austin, Tex. 


ins wered. 


[ am a constant reader of TAN, and would 
:ppreciate it very much if you would put my 
name in your Pen Pal section. 

I am 18 years old, 5’8%”, and weigh 150 lbs. 
[ have light tan complexion, black hair and 
eyes. My interests are dancing, art and all 
types of music, reading and writing, and last 

it not least, swimming. I would like to cor- 
respond with young people all over the world 
between the ages of 18 to 25. I will answer all 
etters promptly, from both boys and girls. 
Thank you. Robert Lima 

71 Callender Ave. 
Newport, R. I. 


[ read Tan and I thoroughly enjoy it. Would 
you enter my name in your Pen Pal column? 
I’m 17, 5844” tall, weigh 145 lbs., have dark 
brown skin, black hair and brown eyes. I 
vraduate next month. I enjoy reading, writing, 
music and all sports. I just love living. 
[ would like to hear from boys and girls all 
er the world between 17 and 25, regardless 
of race. I promise to answer promptly and I'll 
e happy to exchange photos. Waiting eagerly. 
Beverly A. Jenkins 
1407 No. Pennsylvania 
Wichita 14, Kans. 


I am a new reader of TAN and I like it very 
much. I like your Pen Pals the most, and I 
would appreciate it very much if you would 
put my name in your column. 

I am 16 years old, 6’2%”, and I am 185 lbs. 
I have black hair, brown eyes and medium 
brown skin. I like just about all kinds of 
music and all kinds of sports. My special in- 
terests are electronics and amateur radio. I 
wish to correspond with girls between the ages 
of 15 and 18. I will answer all letters as 
promptly as possible. 

Albert Grant 
1009 Magnolia Ave. 
Elizabeth 2, N. J. 


I read TAN quite often, and now I wish you 
would enter my name in the Pen Pals column. 
I am 20 years old, have graduated from high 
school. I have long black hair, brown eyes, and 
brown complexion. I am 4’11” tall, and weigh 
105 Ibs. I like all kinds of sports, especially 
football and basketball games. I also like to 
dance, listen to and collect records of all kinds. 
I would like to correspond with lonely soldier 
boys between the ages of 23-30. I will answer 
all letters. 
Penny Gilyard 
1141 G Billiard St. 
Wooster, Ohio 


For quite a number of years, I have been an 
avid reader of your great magazine, and con- 
sider it an honor to rush to the nearest news- 
stand to pick up a copy as soon as they arrive. 
Your Pen Pal section holds my special interest 
due to the fact that I am quite lonely myself, 
therefore I am desirous of having all or any 
portion of this letter published in the afore- 
mentioned section of your swinging next issue. 

I am 27 years of age. 6’1” tall, weigh 195 lbs. 
I am a former Ist lieutenant in the U. S. Air 
Force, and a college graduate in the field of 
mechanical science. My complexion is medium 
brown, with black curly hair. I would like to 
correspond with, and exchange photos with, 
young ladies above 21 years of age. Trusting 
that your magazine will have added success in 
the future, I am 

Johnny H. Gordon 
Post Office Box 71 


Eatonton, Georgia 


I read your TAN magazine, and [ find it 
fascinating. I would like to solicit my name to 
the Pen Pal column in order to correspond 
with young people aging from 16 to 19. I am 
16 years of age. I have black hair, dark brown 
eyes, a fair complexion. I am 54”, weighing 
115 Ibs. 

I enjoy listening to all types of music. I like 
to dance and read. Also, I would like to ex- 


change photographs. 
aed _ Juanita Redmond 


426 Pine Ave. 
Cumberland, Md. 


With due respect I humbly write you this 
letter with much faith in you that you will help 
me to publish my name in your magazine. 

I am a Nigerian, 19 years of age, 5’6” tall. I 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


am seeking for Pen Pals in the U.S.A. with 
whom I could correspond. I will appreciate 
letters from anyone regardless of age or sex. 
I will be very grateful if my obligation is 


favorably done. Segun Ajayi 


30, First Avenue 
Railway Compound 
Ebuse- Metta 

Lagos, Nigeria 


Will you please be so kind as to print my 
name in your Pen Pal section. I am 21 years 
old, height 5’4”, brown complexion, weight 107 
Ibs. My hobbies are dancing, skating and writ- 
ing. 

I would like very much to correspond with 
servicemen between the ages of 21 and 24. | 
will answer all letters and gladly exchange 


photos. Laurie Miller 


1519 W. 30th St.—Apt. 3 
Los Angeles 7, Calif. 


I have been a reader of TAN magazine for 
some time. I am a lonely teen-ager who wants 
some friends from all over the world. 

I would be very grateful if you could print 
my name in your Pen Pal section. I am 19 
years old, 6/3”, weigh 230 lbs. I have black 
hair and brown eyes, and a medium tan con- 
plexion. My hobbies are football, baseball, 
basketball and track. I promise to answer all 
letters. I wish to correspond with young ladies 
between 17-26. Thank you very much. 

Bobby L. Parker 
606 Spruce St. 
Suffolk, Virginia 


I have been reading TAN magazine for quite 
some time, and I would like for you to put my 
name in your Pen Pals section. I am 16 years 
of age, have sandy brown hair, hazel eyes, light 
brown complexion. I am 5’ tall. My hobbies 
are music, dancing, sports, reading and of 
course many other things. 

I would very much like to correspond with 
fellows between the ages of 18 to 21. Race or 
nationality doesn’t matter. Will answer all let- 
ters, and exchange photos if wished. 

Harriet A. Shelley 
3500 Carver St. 
Columbia. S. C. 


I am a lonely airman stationed at Elmendolf 
AFB, Alaska, and I would appreciate it very 
much if you would enter my name in your Pen 
Pal columns. 

I am 20 years of age, 6’2”, and weigh 24 
Ibs. My hobbies include all sports, modem 
and progressive jazz, also dancing. I promise 
to answer all letters immediately, and would 





like very much to exchange photos with young 
ladies between the ages of 18 and—. 

A/3C Gerald Morns 

AF 12608363 

6981st R.C.M. 

Box 7913 

APO 942 

Seattle, Wash. 


———— 
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By Eve Lynne 


Dear EVE: 

I have been going with a very nice 
boy for two years. He is 18 years old, 
and I am 17. We are planning to get 
married soon. But since this problem 


came up, I do not know what to do. 
Before he went with me he was going 
with another girl. But he never broke 
up with her. So I asked her if she is 
going with him and she said yes! But 
I did not believe it. So I asked him and 
he said no. So I do not know what to 
believe. Will you tell me what I should 
do about it? 
C. W. 
Dear C. W.: 
Nothing! And for heaven's sake stop 
stirring up old ashes, or you'll put out 


your own little flame. 


Dear Eve: 

I am a girl 14 years old. I have been 
going with a boy of 17 for almost three 
years, ever since | was in seventh grade. 
[ love him more than words can express. 
About two months ago. he started going 
with other girls. Then we got back 
together. 

I’ve been told by his friends that he 
But with all 
my heart I do. I went as far as proving 


it. Now. 


believes I don’t love him. 


another girl is trying to rock 


my cradle better than I can rock my 
cradle myself. He’s told me many times 
since he loves me only, but can I believe 
this? I’ve got to have all of him. His 
friends say he really loves this other girl. 
But Eve, what I wouldn’t do to keep his 
love! Many times my parents tell me 
I’m too young to keep company. But 
I’ve experienced that of a grown woman. 
Tell me what to do. Have I in mind the 


right thing to do? I can’t let him go. 
R. 
Dear R.: 


Since you talk—and act—as a “grown 
woman,” you must also be grown enough 
to face the fact that love cannot ever be 
forced, held onto, demanded. It must be 
You 


didn’t prove your “love” for him, you 


freely given and freely received. 


only “proved” that you're a healthy 
young animal. Don’t mistake the two. 
So relax—stop clutching. If he’s going 
to stay, he'll stay. If he’s going, he'll go. 
And perhaps you'd better hold up on 
that proving—you should be just getting 
out of the cradle, not rocking it. 








What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 
harm) the delicate tissues. 

And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 


Tested by doctors . . . 
trusted by women... 


proved in hospital clinics 
= 


Norforms 


A NORWICH PROOUCT 





Married women 
are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 


tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 

And what convenience! These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert —no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They’re greaseless 
and they keep in any climate. 

Now available in new packages 
of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 
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FREE informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this cqupon to Dept. T-18 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms hooklet, 
in a plain envelope. 


Name. 





(PLEASE PRINT) 
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RLOTTE R. had been married 
xactly seven months on the day 
sat in the small beige office of 
ler, Marriage Counselor, twist- 
| retwisting a pink handkerchief 
lim tan fingers and listening as 
ng husband Barry poured forth 
accusations that she had been 
unaware of. 
trouble with Charlotte,” Barry 
“she’s just not a good wife. 
ues and belittles me in public—I 
about two cents. And she never 
ings for us, or the house—it’s 
just her. Sure, she’s got a job, 
rks, but shouldn’t that money be 


ying, 


rE 


for both of us, not just her? After all, 
my money is. Sometimes | think she 
married me just so she could get mar- 
ried.” 

If Charlotte listened in 
astonishment, the feeling soon turned to 
guilt. She did argue with him in public, 
but she had never thought how it would 
make him feel—she’d been too busy 
thinking how intelligent and mature she 
sounded. Then she thought about the 
time she’d started saving her money for 
the TV set they both wanted, until 
she’d seen that darling ice-blue gown 
and had bought it because “Barry can 
get the TV with his money.” 
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But she hadn’t married him just so 
she could get married—why, she loved 
Barry, more than anything. This mar- 
riage wouldn’t go down the drain—she'd 
see to that. 

Charlotte’s case was not unusual, and 
it was easily remedied. She had not been 
a good wife, but she could, and did, 
improve. There are many women who 
are not as fortunate as Charlotte. Be- 
cause they entered something that they 
didn’t completely understand, they—and 
their husbands—are paying the conse 
quences. 

If you are planning to get married, 
and are wondering if you completely 









understand just what marriage is all 
about, try TaN’s “marriage” test to see 
if you will make a good wife. Answer 
each question as honestly as you can. At 
the end of the questions you'll find an 
analysis of the answers. You can add 
up the scores and find out if you'll make 
a good wife. We think this quiz might 
hold some surprises for you. 














1. Are you satisfied with your husband-to-be as he is—or 
do you think you might try to change some of his habits 
after the marriage? 

2. Do you know his ambitions for the future, and are 
you helping him in every way you can to realize them? 

3. Do you stick by him even if you feel he might not be 
completely right? 

4. Do you sincerely consider your disagreements super- 
ficial? 

5. Have you been completely successful in keeping other 
men out of your mind? 

6. Do you sincerely want to share everything with him— 
including money—or is your attitude “what I make is mine, 
but what he makes is ours”? 

7. Are you agreeable to his relatives, and is he agreeable 
to yours? 

8. Do you feel secure with him? 

9. Are you quite sure that you want to marry him, and 
not just want to get married? 

10. Do you think of your coming marriage as an oppor- 
tunity for you to grow with and love your husband, and 
share life—good and bad—with him, or as a chance for a 
storybook kind of existence in which your husband will 
make you completely happy? 

Answers 

1. Although there have been instances where a wife has 
changed some of the bad habits of her husband, these cases 
are rare and the problem is usually far more severe than 
a husband who stops off at the neighborhood bar for a 
couple after work or has a regular weekly poker party that 
he must attend. According to Mrs. Grace Mayberg, super- 
visor for Family and Children’s Service: “You don’t marry 
out of any problem”; and the woman who plans to break 
her husband’s bad habits is laying the foundations for a 
very shaky and unhappy marriage. The husband who is 
continually being nagged and belittled for his small faults 
will often develop an inferiority complex, the result of 
which will often be drinking, or worse. Before you start 
looking for the perfect husband, maybe you’d better check 
your own shortcomings. 

2. One of the most important things a wife can do, says 
Dr. Emily Hartshorne, President of the American Associa- 
tion of Marriage Counselors, is to encourage a man in his 
ambition. This is not always easy. It may mean leaving 
a hometown where you are happy. It may mean living on 
a small income while he prepares himself through study 
for another job. Helping a man prepare for self-realization 
should be part of your job as a joint adventurer. 

3. A husband needs the complete support of at least one 
person. Don’t merely be fair to your man. Don’t coldly 
consider whether he was right or wrong in the office quarrel 
with Bob Jackson, or whether the opinion on civil rights 
that he expressed at the party was right. He doesn’t want 
justice from you, he wants mercy and applause. In his en- 
counters with the world, he wants you to be his advocate, 
not his judge. 

















Look how men flock around 


the girl with the clear, bright, Nadinola-light complexion 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. Nothing will improve 
your skin faster, in more different 


' 
ways: 


Centains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works within 
the skin to brighten and lighten 
it, helps combat blackheads and 


externally caused pimples. Soon 
your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napr- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you'll be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Chattanooga, Tenn. 






4. If your disagreements are more 
than superficial now, before the mar- 
riage, then it might be better not to 
marry him at all. The things that you 
disagree about should be minor, rather 
than major in importance, and if you’ve 
got difficulties now that are more than 
superficial, they’re certainly not going 
to lessen after marriage. It would be best 
to give the matter serious consideration. 
You can’t expect to get a house of top 
quality if the wood that you use is not 
perfect. 

5. A man needs to feel important as 
well as attractive to his wife. If she lets 
him doubt this, either by out and out 
flirting with other men or by her attitude 
toward him—how she treats him, how 
she reacts to him and what he says—she 
is destroying one of the greatest bases 
for their marriage. If you have been 
attracted to other men when out with 
your husband-to-be, or if you think of 
other men more often than you know 
you should, you will almost inevitably be 
unfaithful if you do marry him— 
whether physically or just in your mind. 

6. According to Dr. Hartshorne, 
money is the root of all evil in most mar- 
riages. Too many working wives have 
the attitude that sharing is only for hus- 
bands. The extra funds brought in by a 
working wife are not of full value unless 
they also bring a sense of the shared 
effort of getting things for “us” rather 
than for “me”. If you don’t sincerely 
believe this, then it’s time for a reevalu- 
ation before the marriage. 

7. Even if a young married couple 
does not live with in-laws, relatives and 
their opinion of you can be very im- 
portant in the young marriage. No mat- 
ter how subtly hinted, if your husband’s 
family does not like you, your husband 
cannot help but be aware of their feel- 
ings, and, no matter which way, he will 
be influenced. The wife who is con- 
stantly on the defensive is no better a 
wife than the one who throws sharp 
comments and barbed criticism because 
her family does not approve of her hus- 
band. 

8. One of the most important pre- 
requisites to a happy marriage is a feel- 
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JOIN THESE SUCCESSFUL 
MEN AND WOMEN OF ALL AGES! 


MAKE UP he | 100 A MONTH 


REVEALING HOLLYWOOD 
GLAMOUR SECRETS! 


SEND COUPON...GET FREE SAMPLES 


oe ROLLS IN! 
sure been 


rling in in! vast 


$20,000. in a YEAR! 
“| grossed better than 


wane rey d snnwered a i 
ears ago."’ Constance * He 
; i. ar rbert Cotter, 


‘aunton, Mass. 


$5.00 in an HOUR! 

“It’s a real thrill to make 

$5.00 profit in an hour. 

Never dreamed money could 
plenty of time to spend 
with my family.” Gladys 
Brownlee, Odessa, Texas 





The few minutes it takes to read this page 
may change your whole concept of the 
amount of money you can make in a glam- 
orous, respected business. No matter what 
your age, previous experience or education, | 
show you how easy it can be for you to 
join these happy people from all walks of 
life who enjoy big cash profits, security and 
a steadily growing repeat order business as 
Studio Girl Beauty Advisors and Managers. 


Would you like 
to be in this 
big profit 
picture? 

The message 
below tells 
how you can! 


What Other Business Pays You BIG 


BIG Profits Full or Spare Time? 


Having sold things for others all of my life, when I founded my own business in 1948, I 

vowed to put the welfare of my representatives first. I knew that if I paid my representa- 

tives bigger profits and gave them bigger territories, they would have an incentive to do 

a better job for = I worked out a plan where f can pay them big big profits on all 
¢ business they 


YEAR ‘ROUND REPEAT PROFITS ... NO RECESSIONS, NO FLUCTUATIONS 
An estimated 90% of Studio Girl customers repeat and increase their purchases month after 
month, year after _— — _ get big, healthy profits each time they do! Ours is not a 

ff. d by r In fact, during the poor economic 
conditions of the past, Stadio Gir, 's business was up 165%! 








If you have been a eréw manager, ares area manager or su 


$800. in a MONTH 


ders. Didn't think an 
inexperienced house- 
wife could earn a new 
car so quick.” 


STUDIO GIRL OFFERS YOU SECURITY WITH A 
BIG SUCCESSFUL INTERNATIONAL CORP. 


Established nearly 20 years ago, Studio Girl-Hollywood 
Hficent 40,000 square foot administra- 
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DO YOU QUALIFY AS A MANAGER? 





supervisor, or 
if you have had experience giving rush your picture and 
details of your experience. Earn up to $2500 a month! Win free 
trips to Honolulu, San Juan, Posts Rico, Paris! 


You Need Ne Selling Experience, No Formal Education 


You may be in your 20’s, or in your 50’s or 60’s. You may never 
have sold a thing in your life. You may want to work full or part 
time. It doesn’t matter! If you want to earn —_— $5 to $10 an 
ur...up to $250 a week in a g bus: 
ness of your own, all you need is ambition and a to follow 
a few simple instructions. I furnish ev ing and reveal to you 
Hollywood’s most closely guarded beauty ! You simply pass 
this information on to your 











| TELL YOU WHO TO CALL ON, WHAT TO SAY! CANADIANS: SEE COUPON 


Along with the beautiful Studio Girl 
Demonstration Kit and exclusive Holly- 
wood Beauty Care methods, I send you all 
the information and closely guarded 
Hollywood make-up secrets proven to be 
so successful for years. My profusely 
illustrated “Career Manual” gives you 
the simple step-by-step instructions, and 

a dozen magic words on each of the over 
200 products in the Studio Girl line. I 
furnish pega — you exactly what 
to do and how to do 

No tedious + ty a trainmg. Merely 
— the simple, proved and pictured 

»-by-step instructions and I guarantee 
San ll_be making profits the very first 
day! Many Studio Girl- Beauty Advisors 
earn more than $25 their very first day! 


CANADIANS: SEE COUPON 
OVER TWO MILLION CUSTOMERS 


THIS a, 35,000,000 GOOD 
Ew Aw PROS PECTS! | 


More ont bought 
Studio Girl cosmetics leat your, and at our 
Present rate, we will double that figure 


this year! In —— our market research 
tells us we have 35,000,000 excellent = 
Prospects—women who prefer to 











HOLD COSMETIC PARTIES...EARN $1750 MONTH 


Pian and 

chain letter “Card of introduction” 

Neer orks ver tarts La ore just two of the many sales cg 5 nd 
ate dest to-door calling. Their money-making magic is proven = _ 4 

deus pret ‘ofits reaped by the thousands of Studio Girls who use ¢ gh en Me 
—$~ in a@ matter of hours than they could make all wee ng oars 

Soor-to-dot Every person who attends an ° “Hour of Charm” Beauty Clinic ag | 

Sten ae visit as a result of a Card of Introduction Des oe triers > 
i k stole from one 

we 2 oe co fo Hollywood or es ce ~s fa - oe py 

lained step-by-step tha’ elute! 
west iat aay will yy money maker. —"* in view of the 


pig, big profit Studio Girl gives you on every 


A THREE-WAY OPPORTUNITY FOR ALL 


1 MAN-WIFE TEAMS | MEN 
m. . -_ Openings available for |! Hundreds of My ~4 
om making 4H husband-wife teams to reaping big - --B4 
tae beauty Advisors. make am ae ay yg seers 
one ES tits nity business of Advisors, Organizers and 
ay wu their own. Managers. 
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ics from a trusted asties in the privacy of their homes. You can earn 


up 
to — — part time—up to $250 a week full time—helping me supply this growing 


A Complete Line of 300 Glamorous Cosmetics to Help to Build — Business 


Never will you have to turn down an order or try to convert a 
she sh "t “you don’t have it”. 
used cosmetics, you be sell more than 50 Birthday, Anniversary and Holiday gift 

There’s a handsome line of men’s toiletries, 
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Ppproved salon-tes in 
The quality of Studio ¢ Girl eti 
display 
is back 
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In addition to the famous line of daily- 
pack- 


HIRE OTHERS, MULTIPLY EARNINGS 
Studio Bo representatives are en- 
t others to sell with 
and for them. Since you get a commis- 
sion on o ken by those you 
appoint, you a. easily multiply your 
earnings in a very short time. Many 
Studio Girls are enjoying profits on 25 
and 30 others. 

A PRIENDLY, RESPECTED LIFE 
As a Studio Girl Advisor, you'll win new 
friends and take tremendous pride in 
rendering a service every woman needs 
so desperately. You'll beeo become a 
and sought-after member of your com- 
munity. Scores of our respresentatives 
are asked every day to demonstrate Stu- 
dio Girl’s short = to —~ to women’s 
clubs, PTA 

DETAILS, BOOKLET, SAMPLES 

= ’ 

4 you seriously whl FREE... luxurtes of 


Ife, owe it to 
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booklet, reves 
Sait cf Se ” samples. 

tion . S penny"s Gust to you, now or ever! 
Mall ‘coupon ester, 
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CANADIANS: ATTENTION! 
FREE! MAIL TODAY! Receive Free Usable STUDIO GIRL SAMPLES! 


| STUDIO GIRL, Dept. 5418 
| 3618 Sam Fernande Rd., Gleadele, Calif. 











| 
| 
1 color catalog pictures. 2 
money-saving prices. h Studio Girl Cosmetic is IN CANADA: 850 LaFleur mls Ville La Salle, | 
regal waite at gold. Each is manufactured of the finest medi- Your STUDIO GIRL a ee ts it really all = | 
ta, right in oor own modern and spotless laboratories. say? Satisfy my curios 7 es yb cand , oe Oe {© 1 on 
by the fact that they won the right to | coming a STUDIO GIR ont forget fo send my | 
the American Medical Association Seal of Acceptance. Every Studio Girl cosmetic assortment of free usable ‘Susto Sine FF Samples. | 
ed by a written guarantee of satisfaction to your customer ! Name: Mi 
OUR NATIONAL ADVERTISING SELLS FOR YOU | eee | 
National TV, radio and magazine advertising have made the name of Studio Girl known Addr | 
and the world. More than 1,000 Radio and TV stations have carried | 
Studio Girl publicity into the homes of countless millions. | Clty: Zone___State | 
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They’re handsome, romantic, wealthy, exciting 


—and all across the country they’re causing 


the young hearts of teenagers to flutter .. . 


pr )BABLY the most sought after 
bachelors in the world are those in 
si business. Because of their travel 
around the TV, theatre, ballroom and 
tion picture circuits, these young men 
have a romantic appeal that few young 
ladies can resist. And those bachelors in 
the rock ’n’ roll field are no exception— 
f them are goodlooking, have 
flashy cars, big bankrolls and a dashing 
and exciting manner. 
Dee Clark is one of these. Chicago- 
born, the VeeJay record star has all the 
ical and financial ingredients to win 





any young miss he chooses. He’s hand- 
some, a good conversationalist, has ex- 
pressive eyes, and dresses as if he just 
stepped out of an exclusive men’s shop. 
“I can’t deny that I go for the attention 
that my fans show me,” he admits, ad- 
justing his tie in the dressing room at 
New York’s Apollo theatre. “Without 
them I'd be nothing. Although I haven’t 
seriously entertained the idea of taking a 
wife at this moment, I’m sort of shopping 
around.” 

During a one-night appearance in At- 
lanta recently, two 17-year-old girls in- 


— 


vaded his dressing room and begged him 
to take them with him. Refusing them 
he gently ushered them to the door and 
forgot the incident. But later that night, 
while driving to New Orleans, he heard 
a strange noise in the trunk of his car 
and got out to investigate—only to be 
confronted with the same two high school 
students. Giving them a pep talk like a 
big brother, he shipped them home on 
the next bus. 

Around Detroit the name Marv John- 
son is guaranteed to upset the hearts of 
hundreds of females. Leaping into the 


iger of Drifters quartet, Rudy Lewis complies with request of some of fans for autographs. Although professing a preference 
iet, studious type, Lewis is continually surrounded by very chic glamour girls. Singer is 24 years old, comes from Philadelphia. 
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ROCK 'N’ ROLL’S 
MOST 
ELIGIBLE 
BACHELORS 





Popular young Ted Taylor is rock ’n’ roll’s “Casanova,” has well- 


” 


known wandering eye. He skyrocketed to fame on hit “My Darling. 


Taking time out from busy schedule, Marv 
Johnson catches up on favorite hobby at 
Detroit bowladrome. Singer (“You Got 
W hat It Takes” ) isalso composer and pianist. 











spotlight with his “You Got What It 
lak Johnson has a pair of piercing 

eyes that never fail to set young 
hearts fluttering. A versatile artist, who’s 
ilso a composer and pianist, he has been 
on the verge of matrimony three times, 
but each time he abandoned the idea 
when he found some fault with the bride- 
to-be. Right now his fans are having 
competition with singer Aretha Franklin, 
whom gossip columnists are linking with 
him. Several of his close friends are 
predicting that their romance will wind 
up at the altar, but this always brings a 
no comment” from Marv. 

What makes young girls gravitate 
toward singers? According to veteran 
showman Honi Coles, now manager of 
New York’s Apollo theatre but once a 
topflight dancer himself, it’s the glamour. 

You find in show business,” he says, 
‘the highlights of a girl’s dream. She 
the movies or watches TV. and 
what does she see? A hero—rich, hand- 


2 OF to 


some, riding in a flashy car and having 
all the girls make a lot over him. Where 
in real life can she get the same sensa- 
tion? Sure, from someone in show busi- 
ness. Take rock ’n’ roll singers—where 
else can a girl get to talk to and be 
romanced by a guy that makes up to 
$5000 a week—even if the romancing is 
from a distance—but someone on the 
stage. I stand around and hear their 
conversations, and this is what they 
want. It makes them feel like they really 
belong to brag to their schoolmates about 
having a talk with a Dee Clark or a 
Lloyd Price and maybe being invited to 
dinner by them. To the guys it’s just 
fun, but to the girls it’s dead serious. 
Most of them have their hearts set on 
marching one of these guys straight to 
the altar. And a lot of them aren’t teen- 
agers, those in the 25 to 30 age group 
sit in the theatre and go just as wild 
when these singers come out on the stage. 
I guess most of them have subconscious 





Rehearsing at studio is up-and-coming young Barett Strong. Youthful singer, who hails 
from Detroit, has promising hit in “Money and Misery,” is rising rapidly in popularity. 


designs on the guys too.” 

A newcomer to the ranks of rock ’n’ 
roll eligible bachelors is 25-year-old Ted 
Taylor. Every girl who hears him for 


the first time thinks he means only her 


when he sings his current record hit, 
“My Darling.” The Okmulgee. Oklaho- 
ma native has all the qualifications of a 
modern Casanova when he’s offstage. 
When one 18-year-old in Cleveland 
caught his roving eye, he serenaded her 
by long-distance telephone for a month 
from various cities until she could stand 
it no longer. Borrowing bus fare she 
came to New York to watch him on the 
stage for an entire week. The only com- 
fort she got from him was a brief hello 
backstage one day. But that was enough 
to send her home still full of starry-eyed 
dreams. Around the circuit other per- 
formers jokingly remark that they warn 
their girlfriends to stay indoors when 
Taylor hits town—there’s a chance that 
they might lose them to his flattery. 

Even when he leaped into fame with 
his Teenagers quartet, Frankie Lyman. 
who was only thirteen at that time, had 
to have a bodyguard to fight off the girls 
his age—and some as old as 19 and 20 
—who tried to crash his dressing room. 
His youth never stopped the flow of love 
letters and proposals from school-book 
carrying girls who would spend hours 
sitting on the front row of some theatre 
waiting for him to make his appearance 
and wishing that they could be the one 
to cook his breakfast every morning as 
Mrs. Lyman. Even his London tour 
brought out riot cops to check the masses 
trying to touch his clothes when he got 
out from his plane. 

Now 19 and considered “grown up,” 
Frankie still has that appeal. At a recent 
appearance at Harlem’s Baby Grand cafe. 
many ringsiders were spotted as the same 
ones who had crowded into theatres 
when he first began his career. And in 
their minds they still have the same idea 
—he would make a good husband. 

Although he professes a preference for 
the quiet, studious type of girl, Rudy 
Lewis, lead singer of the Drifters quar- 
tet, is always surrounded by the glamour- 
girl type. Whether it’s backstage at some 
theatre or in a hotel lobby, they clamor 
for his autograph and press on him the 
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Performing at Blue Morocco Cafe in New York, attractive Dee Clark displays charm, good looks that make him one of top rock ’n' 


roll bachelors. Singer claims he hasn’t “seriously entertained the idea of taking a wife at this moment,” prefers to “shop around.” 


pies, cakes, sweaters and other things 
that they personally made. The 24-year- 
old Philadelphian receives an average of 
100 letters every week, most of them 
from high school girls who write their 
innermost thoughts in the hope of arous- 
ing his interest. It’s a standing joke 
among the other members of his group. 
all of whom are married, that if one of 
their wives walks into their dressing 
room and sees a strange girl sitting there, 
they quickly point to Lewis and say, 
“She’s one of his fans.” 

Energetic Tony Lawrence hasn’t quite 
hit the heights of theatrical fame, but 
he’s already made his mark with the 
girls that support the star. Billed as the 
“continental dreamboat,” Tony is every- 
thing a young girl wants. Tall, well- 
dressed, imperious to all women, young 
and old, he excites attention when he 
walks into a room. And when he sings, 





Youthful Chuck Jackson (“I Don’t Want 
To Cry”) shows smile that is already win- 
ning him thousands of fans across country. 


pandemonium breaks loose. Born in St. 
Kitts in the British West Indies, the 26- 
year-old vocalist has made the rounds of 
TV dance parties with his new record 
“You’ve Got To Show Me.” 
to the scene a varied background of ex- 


He brings 


perience that includes night club work. 
dramatic studies at the American Theatre 
Wing and several appearances in Broad- 
way and off-Broadway shows. His wide 
repertoire includes calypso, ballads and 
rhythm and blues. Off stage he dresses 
dashingly in sports clothes. 

Coming up strong as contenders in the 
rock ’n’ roll eligible bachelors sweep- 
stakes are 22-year-old Marvin Gaye, Bar- 
ett Strong, and Chuck Jackson. As their 
records move up in popularity, they’re 
bound to challenge the leaders for their 
share of female oohs and aahs. 


THE END 


































Just use Black and White siiatitai 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
lark, drab skin take on a new lighter, 
b meer, softer, smoother look. 
Black and White Bleaching Cream’s 
action works inside your skin. Modern 
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e LOCKPORT, N. Y., 


white headstone on the front lawn of its home. which bore the inscription: 


in order to discourage peddlers, a family placed a large 


“Here lies a salesman.” 
* a * * 


In Sacramento, Calif.. Mrs. Charles Kinsey gave birth to a boy in the infants’ 
wear department of a downtown department store. 


* * * * 


In Louisville, Ky., 
item off a shelf. 


a drug clerk caught a bald-headed man trying to steal an 
The item: a hair dryer. 
* * * * 
In Los Angeles, Calif., the Let's Have Better Mottoes Assn. announced its winning 
motto for the month: “We can’t always be wrong—but we keep trying.” 


* * * & 


In Richmond, Va.. 


request with an income tax claim for $33. 


an Internal Revenue service director received the following 
“Rush! Rush! Rush! This is honey- 
moon money.” 
* % * * 
In Chicago, IIl., 


pert,” then gave his reason: “ *X’,” he said. 


an executive director mildly objected to being labeled an “ex- 
“is an unknown quantity and ‘spurt’ 
is a drip under pressure.” 
* * * % 
In Concord, Calif.. Harry Long, 43, explained why he calmly loaded a 22-caliber 
rifle for his wife and stood still while she took aim at him: “She missed, just like 
I kept telling myself she would.” 


* * * * 


In Detroit, Mich., after his client was charged with the theft of two bars of face 


soap, Atty. Carnel Smith explained in court: “He wanted to get himself cleaned 
up in keeping with the city’s spring cleanup drive.” 
* * * * 


In Globe, Ariz., Mrs. Lena Berry suffered a broken leg when she slipped and 
fell while hurrying to a first aid class. 


* * * * 

In Los Angeles, Calif., three bookies told a telephone bet-maker: “You're too 
late for the last race,” then discovered to their chagrin that their caller was a cop. 
* £ * me 

In Rochester, N. Y., being drunk saved Erich Batjer from a jail sentence. A jury 


found him not guilty of third-degree burglary when it was revealed that he was too 
drunk to have committed the crime. 


* * om * 
In Fort Worth, Tex., Bill Bruce didn’t mind being robbed at all. As he left his 
restaurant, a gunman ordered him to “drop your money bag and lie down.” Bruce 


did and the robber fled, leaving a grinning Bruce. Reason: the bag contained bones 
for Bruce’s dog. 
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On The Recoffiie:. 


REAMSTREET/Erroll Garner (Octave): A “new” Garner release, if there is 

any such thing, Dreamstreet is Erroll’s first album since discord got him into 

litigation with his old recording firm, and eventually forced him to form his own 
company after taking a vacation from recording that lasted almost three years. 

Just as there could be no “new” Billy Taylor, or Art Tatum, or Ahmad Jamal, 
Dreamstreet is really no different from other Garner that dates in the adult mind 
back to the late 1940’s and early 1950’s. The styling is basically the same, though 
the tunes have changed, and Garner’s fluidity has undoubtedly increased over the 
years. 

Side One kicks off with Just One Of Those Things, followed by I’m Getting Sen- 
timental Over You, Blue Lou, Come Rain Or Come Shine, and The Lady Is A Tramp. 

On Side Two, When You’re Smiling leads off, followed by Sweet Lorraine, then 
two Garner creations, Dreamstreet (the album’s title song) and Mambo Gotham; 
ending with a medley from Oklahoma including Oh, What A Beautiful Mornin’, 
People Will Say We’re In Love, and Surrey With The Fringe On Top. On the set, 
Garner was accompanied by Eddie Calhoun on bass and Kelly Martin on drums. 

For new Garner initiates, the album should be a happy experience, complete with 
the kind of dynamism that Garner brings to music, and the inimitable, basically 
lilting, bouncy style of the self-taught pianist. He can be saccharine sweet as in the 
tenderest moments of Getting Sentimental; or borderline blue as in Blue Lou. And 
all the while, no matter what the tune, left and right hand are constantly piling notes 
on top of one another, creating a rainbow of sound that is the Garner trademark. 

For the old Garner fan, the album should serve as a reminder that Garner’s rise 
was no fluke, and that the man still displays the same force, arriving over and over 
again at that comfortable, danceable something that made him the rage of the low 
lights and late party set in the Korean and post-Korean era. 
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Look, sugar,” Statts said, 
Top the big act, will you? 
and I both know why I 

ried you—because the girl 


anted wouldn’t have me” 





‘Sure fa was aa fro the wrong part of town, and my 


= folk didn’t have much money, I might not have 
lived in the kind of house that ‘Statts lived in, 
but I was decent ... Why couldn’t he see that? 





hone MY MOM found out that the birthday party for 
my boss was being held at the Wayside Inn, she said 
absolutely no. I couldn’t go. 

“They serve beer there, Janie,” she told me. “It’s nothing 
but a common tavern. We may be poor, but none of the 
women in our family have ever hung out in bars!” 

I tried to explain to her that everybody in my depart- 
ment would be there. I worked at Honeydew Cookies, Inc., 
boxing and wrapping, and I’d been there almost a year— 
ever since I graduated from high school. Maybe it wasn’t 
what you'd call a glamour-type job, but | made a dollar-ten 
an hour, and most of the girls I ran around with worked 
there too. Sure, some of the fellows were tough and talked 
kind of dirty, but some of them were decent, too. 

Finally, my Dad saved the day for me. He pointed out 
that I was eighteen, and if I was going to be bad, he 
guessed I could do it lots of places, not just in a tavern. 

Finally, I promised them both that I wouldn’t drink any- 
thing but ginger-ale and they both said okay. 

It was supposed to be strictly a stag affair, but my best 
friend, Alma Corter. kept wanting to go with her boyfriend. 
When Mom told me Alma was on the phone, the night of 
the party, | thought sure she was calling to say that she 
wouldn’t be walking to the Wayside with me after all—that 
she’d decided to go with her boyfriend. 

But it wasn’t that at all. Her voice came over the wire 
real excited and kind of screechy. “Janie,” she said, “you 
remember Statts Newell?” 

Sure, | remembered him. He’d been just about the big- 
gest wheel in our senior class. He and Kate Leighton had 
been steadies, and her father had broken them up. Every- 
body in school had talked about the way Statts had just 
about gone to pieces. Right after graduation, he'd left town. 

“Well.” Alma said breathlessly, “he’s back. And, boy- 
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Spite Marriage 


has he changed! I mean—he was always 
kind of wild, but a brain, remember? 
Now he’s practically an alcoholic! My 
brother said he saw Statts at the Moose 
and Statts was buying drinks for every- 
body and he hadn’t shaved and was real 
loud. He kept saying he’d come back to 
town to marry Kate!” 

Alma was always getting all shook up 
about other people’s love affairs. Maybe 
because her own was so dull and settled. 

‘Well,” I said, “he’d better forget 
Kate. She’s married, isn’t she?” 

“But wait till you hear. My brother 
said that Statts got drunk and went look- 
ing for Kate and went over to her folks’ 
house to find out where she and her hus- 
band are living!” 

I felt a stab of pity go through me. I 
remembered Statts—better than I wanted 
to admit. I’d had one of those foolish, 


silent crushes on him, all through high 
school. But a lot of other girls had, too. 
And of course, Statts had never noticed 


me. Not just because I didn’t travel in 
his crowd, but because I’m not exactly 
what you'd call a living doll. 

“Better doll up, Janie,” Alma said, 
kidding me. “You just might run into 


Statts! After all—he’s free game, now!” 

That’s a laugh, I told myself. As if 
somebody like Statts would notice me. At 
school, he’d walk down the halls, tall and 


slender and well-dressed. He always had 
a good part-time job and dressed real 


sharp, even though his folks were dead 
and he lived with a married sister. He’d 
had the lead in all the plays, and I could 
still remember his dark eyes, his soft 


brown hair, his quick white smile, his 
strong, supple body there in the spot- 
light 

Sometimes, when I'd go to Houser’s 
Drugs with Alma, I’d see Statts and Kate 
in a back booth. Kate with her beautiful 
hair long and perfect, her laugh low and 
sure and husky. And Statts—one hand 
over hers, his face close to hers. They’d 
had a warm, secret little world of love 
all their own, and just watching them 
had been like—well—like watching a 
wonderful love scene in a movie. 

(nd now, a year later, Kate was mar- 
ried and poor Statts had come back to 
town, still loving her, still wanting her. 
He’d find somebody, all right. There 
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were still a lot of good-looking, unmar- 
ried girls in our town that would be on 
the prowl for somebody like Statts— 
drunk or sober. 

All the same, I did try to look extra 
nice that night. I probably wouldn’t even 
see Statts, and if I did, it was silly to 
think that he’d even notice me. But I 
put on the new black dress I’d bought, 
and the new tiny pink earrings and then 
I brushed my hair until my head hurt. I 
sprayed myself with cologne and put on 
my new black french-heeled shoes. Then, 
I went into Mom and Dad’s room and 
stood in front of their slightly wavy, 
full-length mirror and looked at myself. 

It was no good. Black dress and shoes, 
new earrings, lipstick and perfumed—lI 
still looked pretty gooney. Sort of like a 
little skinny kid dressed up in her moth- 
er’s clothes. My breasts were so small that 
the dress hardly puffed out at all at the 
top, and my hair kept sticking out, even 
though Id tried to spray it down tight. 
My legs looked spindly in the new ny- 
lons, sort of like tooth-picks. 

I look like some strange kind of bird, I 
thought wearily. Then, I shrugged. Well, 
my sisters all looked pretty much like 
me, and they’d all gotten married. Not 
to anybody very wonderful, of course. 
Not to anybody like—well—like Statts. 

Alma’s brother drove her over, just 
like he’d promised, but I was still trying 
to disguise myself, and he didn’t want to 
wait, so we finally had to walk to the 
Wayside. All the way there, both Alma 
and I kept a running conversation going 
about Statts, and about Kate. 

“Remember how good he used to be 
with animals?” Alma asked as we 
crossed Main and headed towards the 
big neon-red lights that marked the Way- 
side. “Well—I guess he’s given all that 
up. He’s looking for work, although he 
had a big wad of money, my brother 
said. I guess he must have worked this 
last year.” She sighed. “Boy—wouldn’t 
he be some catch, though! Remember 
those eyes? He smiled at me once at a 
basketball game, and I’ve never forgot- 
ten!” 

There was something pitiful about Al- 
ma—remembering that so clearly. But 
what about me? Wasn’t I just as bad? 

At the Wayside, three big long tables 





had been pushed together, and the party 
was already in full swing. Most of the 
men were drinking heavily, and a lot of 
the girls were too. My boss grabbed 
Alma and me and kissed us both, then 
yelled to the owner to bring us steaks, 
We sat down at the far end of the 
table, and after awhile, our boss made a 
speech, and then everybody sang “Happy 
Birthday.” 

About ten o’clock, they brought the 
birthday cake in. Our boss’s wife stood 
up and made kind of a slurred, sentimen- 
tal speech about all the cookies that had 
gone out into the world because of our 
efforts, and everybody clapped and then 
the bartender and one of the waitresses 
carried in the big cake. All the lights in 
the place were turned out and we were 
all singing “Happy Birthday” again, and 
the boss’s wife was sobbing and sipping 
her drink. 

I felt dizzy from the cigarette smoke, 
and too full from the steak. I felt the 
outside door open, and the air felt cool 
and good. I turned slightly, then my 
heart almost stopped. It was Statts. He 
was with about five other guys—all of 
them older and all of them drunk, in- 
cluding Statts. The rest of them went 
over to the bar, but Statts just stood 
there, by the cigarette machine, his hand- 
some face softened by the glow of the 
birthday candles. When everybody 
stopped singing, he turned around and 
got a pack of cigarettes. 

I watched him walk to the bar, his 
shoulders big under the beat-up jacket, 
his brown hair too long on his neck, his 
laugh loud and his smile as white and 
quick and charming as ever. 

A kind of buzz went up at the table, 
among the girls. They all recognized 
him, I guess. He’d been the star basket- 
ball player, and our boss spotted him 
and yelled that Statts Newell made old 
Brookville Central State champs and, by 
golly, Statts ought to join the party. The 
boss lurched over to Statts, and then, in 
a drunken, good-natured, noisy backslap- 
ping jumble, Statts came over and some- 
how, the bartender brought him a chair 
and he was sitting between a hard-look- 
ing woman with bleached hair from the 
pay-roll department and me. 

I felt my face flush and I was so ex- 
cited that I couldn’t even sing whei 
somebody started banging on the old up 
right piano. Statts had his arm around 
the blonde and she kissed him a few 
times. I sat there, not saying anything, 

















f the “Whose funny valentine are vou? 
rete ' ei Statts asked. He was drunk but 
~ | | | 1 didn’t care. “Nobody's.” I said. 
then 
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Hl of 
, in 
went 
a hoping desperately that a miracle would 
te happen. That he’d notice me. 
a When he finally did, it was because I 
= stood up to phone my Mom that I’d be 
"1 late and I upset my gingerale on him. 
i “Hey!” He looked up at me, his eyes 
Pe . ° a little bloodshot, his grin lazy and 
= Drunk or sober, his mind on another vodka “Hana? cake uaieneaine 
a again. “If you weren’t so damned skin- 
" ny,” he said thickly, “I’d bust your nose. 
] ] ] : | id— . name?” 
able, girl, Statts kissed me like I'd — whats your ne il 
rw at me and began wiping the gingerale 
va ; . off his shirtfront. He shoved at her hand, 
— never been kissed before...and from ‘aeetsali. “dennis 
> said, his voice softer. “You look like 
The somebody’s sister. You look like you 
in that moment I was his as com- a tbe in tle don of -— 
= You’re cute—like somebody’s funny val- 
i ; : : entine.” He leaned towards me and in 
a pletely as uf I'd been born for him spite of the beer on his breath and the 
m dirty shirt and the blood-shot eyes, | 
bs smiled shyly. He still looked like a young 
prince. The other men around him, loud 
ne and drunken, seemed like slobs, but 
a Statts, at least to me, seemed like a boy 
a who’d been heartbroken in love, and 
pe who'd come home to try to re-claim his 
ne girl. (Continued on Page 58) 
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TRYING to hide from life 
ling all that time in the movies. 
I knew Papa would say I was By 
because he thought movies were hn oe tii P 
devil.” But Papa thought just —). feo et. 


beg Leones’ 


erything high school kids did 
the devil”. Not only movies and eo ge eres P? 


but wearing lipstick and even 
yur hair short. 
n’t want to deceive Papa. | 
And I knew he loved me and hace : 4 ; * 
nted what was best. But I was a : 2 
en and I couldn’t bear being 
much. I'd messed things up 
orge so I didn’t have him for a 
ymore and I’d messed things 
1001 so the kids all hated me. 
already figured out that I was 
veak person that I'd have to | 
yself from temptation or I'd a eet a3 
eing really bad. I figured the 
‘ven if they were sinful, were a 
e place for me. At least, | was 
e. And it was being with other 
ecially boys—that was danger- 








here was George Hamilton. He 
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hool. Papa was never home ie : ; ‘ d 
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tell Papa about getting 
with George. George was 
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drink beer. But he was nice . a 
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»okfield and how different it \ 
ity. ’'d never been lonely in 

[here was just Papa and me, 

mother died when I was 
n a way, it was like I had a 








because we were so close to 
folks. Papa was an elder and I went to the movies a lot. | knew it 
d of how important he was ; 
h and people were always was hiding from the world, but it was 
a fine man he was. | wasn’t y 
go to school parties but I the only way I knew of to protect myself 
y mind. I had girl friends 
lay School class. And we had from temptations, since I was so weak 
where we played games and 





®1 TRIED 


TO HIDE 
FROM LIFE 


Ever since that one party, when 


I found out what kind of person I 


really was, all I could do was hide 


Well, maybe things would have been 
different, even in Brookfield. as I got 
| older, but before I got out of junior 
high, the lead and zinc mines shut down 
* and Papa was out of work. We kept 
» hoping the mines would open again but 
they didn’t. Finally we left our home 
and friends and moved to the city where 

» Papa could find a job. And | started to 

© the big city high school. 

Even the church where we went, Sal- 
vation Temple, seemed different. It was 
the same kind of church as back in 

| Brookfield but it was so big, it wasn’t 
easy to make friends. Papa was on the 

, swing shift at the tire plant and we lived 

» way on the other side of town from the 
church so I couldn’t go to the Sunday 
School parties. Papa wouldn’t let me go 
any place at night in the big city. 

I nearly died of loneliness those first 
few weeks. Papa kept saying, “Now 
don’t take up with anybody, Mary. You 
know how much evil there is in the 
world. We'll keep looking for an apart- 
ment nearer to the church. Then you can 
80 to everything like you’ve always done 


and make friends of the right sort of 
young people.” 

But Papa just didn’t realize what it’s 
like to be fifteen and not have a single 
friend. So I didn’t tell him about 
George. And I didn’t really think there 
was any harm. George told me how he 
used to go to church when he was a 
little boy and he was going to start go- 
ing again when he got squared away. 

Then, one afternoon. George knocked 
on my door. He seemed upset, and he 
had been drinking more than just beer. 
He told me he had had a run-in with his 
brother-in-law about getting a job. | felt 
sorry for George but I didn’t know how 
to talk to him in that condition. I'd 
never been around a drunk person be- 
fore. 

We were sitting on the sofa and he 
was talking and I was trying to act 
sympathetic when suddenly he quit talk- 
ing and looked at me funny. Then he 
reached out and pulled me against him 
and kissed me. 

I’d never been kissed by a boy before 
and I’d never even wanted to be. But 








I TRIED 
TO HIDE 
FROM LIFE 


now I felt queer and a little scared but 
pleased too. I didn’t want to move away 
from him until, suddenly, he was kiss- 
ing me harder than at first and his hands 
were moving over me in an excited way. 
Then I was scared and tried to push 
him away. At first he wouldn’t quit and 
| began to cry. When George saw | was 
crying, he turned me loose. He mumbled 
something about being sorry, and he 
left 

When I thought about George after 
that, | wasn’t sure just how I felt about 
him. | was hurt and disappointed that 
he had turned out like that. And | 
figured Papa was right when he said you 
couldn’t trust worldly people no matter 
how nice they seemed. But I still liked 
George, in a way, remembering how 
nice he had been before. 

The next day I saw George in the hall- 
way. | tried to go past him but he 
caught my arm. “Look, Mary, I don’t 
blame you for wanting nothing to do 
with me,” he said. “I’m sorry about 
yesterday. But I want you to know that 
being friends with you has helped me a 
lot. And please believe it was the liquor 
that made me act that way. I think 
you're a real nice girl and I wouldn’t 
hurt you for anything.” 

George didn’t come around anymore. 
| missed him but after what had hap- 
pened, I figured Papa was right. It was 
better to wait about making friends. 

But I forgot again when I loaned 
Janet Abernathy a pencil one day in 
algebra and she started being friendly 
with me. Janet was a pretty girl and 
popular. | started going over to her 
house afternoons. I felt guilty knowing 
that Papa trusted me to go straight home 
from school. But it was so lonely there 
now that I couldn’t talk to George. And 
I figured Janet was a nice girl. 

There were bad girls in City High all 
The ones who smoked and drank 
and let boys do anything they wanted to 
with them. Janet and I talked about 
those girls and she thought they were 
as awful as | did. Anyway, I couldn’t 
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right 


believe that it was really so wrong to 
wear a little lipstick and | started wear- 
ing it to school. And | pulled my hair 
up into a ponytail tied with a gay rib- 
bon. I didn’t feel that I had to look like 
a freak just to be a good girl, no matter 
what Papa thought. 

Then Janet invited me to a movie one 
Saturday afternoon. | didn’t dare tell 
her that I’d never been to a movie. so 
I shut my mind to all thoughts of what 
Papa always said about movies being 
“of the devil.” I wanted desperately to 
go. It was an Elvis Presley movie. Janet 
was crazy about Elvis and | guess it 
was catching. I’d listened to his records 
at Janet’s house and looked at her scrap- 
book of Elvis’s pictures and | liked him 
too. I was dying to see him in the movie 
even if it was wrong. Besides, I told my- 
self, if it seemed too bad | didn’t have 
to go again. 

I loved the movie. It was a whole new 
world of excitement and glamour. | was 
walking on a pink cloud for days after- 
ward. If being friends with Janet and 
listening to records and going to movies 
was sinful, I didn’t want to think about 
it because I was having such fun. 

But later, I figured it was like Papa 
said—maybe Janet didn’t know she was 
leading me into sin a step at a time, but 
that was the way it was. Because the 
next thing was the invitation to the 
party. I didn’t tell Papa about the party. 
of course. I figured I could get home be- 





fore he did and he wouldn’t know any- 
thing about it. My conscience hurt me 
everytime | kept something from Papa 
but | was so happy being friends with 
Janet, 1 just couldn’t go back to being 
alone and different. 

But I honestly didn’t krow there 
would be dancing. I didn’t even know 
how to dance. But Jim Walton wanted to 
teach me. Jim was so good-looking and 
he seemed to like me. Oh, I couldn’t tell 
him I thought it was wrong to dance. So 
I let him show me a step and it was fun. 
I forgot all about Papa. I was having 
wonderful fun and even forgot how late 
it was getting until the doorbell rang 
and Mrs. Abernathy opened the door on 
Papa. 

Without saying a word to Mrs. Aber- 
nathy, Papa brushed past her and 
headed right for me. “Get your coat,” 
he said. His voice shook and his face 
was gray with anger. 

I wanted to die, I was so embarrassed. 
I prayed for the floor to open and swal- 
low me. But it didn’t. I ran into the bed- 
room and grabbed up my coat, fighting 
to keep back the tears. When I came 
back, someone had cut off the phono- 
graph and Papa was saying, “That’s 
your business, Ma’am, but I’m raising 
my daughter to be a Christian girl and 
keep her soul pure and free from the 
sins of the flesh!” 

Everybody was staring at Papa and a 
couple of the kids giggled. Mrs. Aber- 


Monty was the most wonderful man I had 


ever met. And he lived in another world, 


on the other side of the footlights. It 


was all so safe—until the day our worlds met 
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nathy turned toward me. “Mary, I’m 
sorry—I had no idea—” 

I pushed past her and ran out of the 
house. All the way home Papa didn’t say 
aword and I was scared to say anything. 
I wondered how he knew where to look 
for me, though I found out later. When 
he got home and found I was gone, he 
called one of my teachers and she re- 
membered that Janet was having the 
party and gave Papa the address. 

When we got home, Papa marched 
me into my bedroom and, grabbing my 
shoulders, forced me to face myself in 
the mirror. 

“Look at yourself!” he commanded. 


“A fifteen-year-old girl painted like a 
woman of the streets! And that dress! 
Showing off your body to make men 
lust!” 

I looked in the mirror. I looked awful. 
My eyes were red and my face was tear- 
streaked. The dress was an old blue taf- 
feta I'd made over by removing the 
sleeves. 

“Please, Papa!” I cried. “Lots of nice 
girls wear lipstick and dresses like this.” 

“Nice girls?” Papa echoed my words 
sarcastically. “Why did you get your- 
self up like this, Mary? Wasn’t it to 
make boys look at you?” 

“No, that wasn’t why!” But I knew it 





was. I’d wanted to be popular at the 
party. And being popular—well, that 
meant being pretty so boys would no- 
tice you. 

“And what were you thinking about 
when you were dancing, Mary?” Papa 
asked. “While that boy was hugging you 
against him were you thinking how you 
could save his soul?” 

“No, Papa, I wasn’t, but—” 

“Then what were you 
Mary?” 

I couldn’t tell him. Jim had put his 
cheek against mine as we danced. | 
could feel his warm breath in my ear. 
I had shivered (Continued on Page 68) 
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i ie ONLY BEEN married a year when it happened—- 

when everything changed because of one terrifying 
night that I'll never forget for as long as I live. My 
husband Tom and I were living in a tiny two-room apart- 
ment near the plastics factory where he worked. Tom 
put in a lot of overtime at the factory and I was often 
alone at night. I never could get used to it—I was always 
hearing strange noises and sudden footsteps behind me 
that usually turned out to be just my imagination. Tom 
used to kid me about “the boogyman” and “the big, bad 
wolf” when I'd tell him about hearing things—and I'd 
laugh at myself most of the time, too. 

This night, in late December, was like all the others 
when Tom was working. I was re-dusting the furniture 
that I'd already dusted that morning and wrapping Christ- 
mas presents to keep myself busy. It was a snowy night 
and I had the windows open to hear the Christmas carolers 
who walked by in the streets. Then, just as I piled some 
presents into the closet, I heard the first noise in our 
bedroom. | felt a familiar, quick stab of fear but I sternly 
reminded myself that I should be used to hearing things. 
| remember standing there by the desk, with the dust rag 
raised in mid-air, waiting for the noise not to come again. 
But I heard something move softly across the bedroom 
rug. something that wasn’t just my imagination this time. 
and suddenly I froze like ice inside, like | was rooted to 
the floor. The only thing that flashed into my mind was 
a picture of our open bedroom window and of the fire 
escape along the wall outside. 
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Everything happened in a split second 
then—the man, the knife in his hand, the 
leer on his face. “I mean business,” he 

sid. ““You’d better not make one sound.” 

In the terrible moments that followed, 
| thought that perhaps I should scream, 
that the feel of his knife taking my life 





might be a blessing compared to 
the other agony I felt. 

When Tom found me two hours later, 
I was 


from pain. 


half-unconscious from shock and 
! hardly remember being 
rushed to the hospital, being surrounded 
by doctors and nurses, and by the police. 
Ever 


tions at once. I guess somebody finally 


one seemed to be asking me ques- 


gave me a shot to put me to sleep be- 
cause, suddenly, it was morning and 
Tom was leaning over my bed. 
Did they find the man?” I whispered 
up at him. 
Cathy 


trying to find someone else who might've 


it may take time. They’re 


seen him run away.” 

That night the hospital released me 
and | went home. Tom sat with me for 
hour 
looked off into space, as if the thing that 


but we didn’t say much. We just 


had happened to me was too awful to 


»« 
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believe or to talk about. Deep inside, | 
wished Tom would take me in his arms 
—but I knew that he was in a state of 
shock, too. 

We’d been very happy together since 
our marriage, and our only disappoint- 
ment was that, as the months passed, | 
hadn’t gotten pregnant. Both of us were 
much more anxious for a baby than most 
young married couples. In my case, it 
was because I’d grown up in an orphan- 
age and wanted to give a child the real 
mother and father I’d never had. For 
Tom, having a child meant having a son, 
and seeing him grow up to be a doctor. 

Tom had lost his own father when he 
was fifteen. He had to help support six 
brothers and sisters after that, and the 
plans he’d made for becoming a doctor 
had gone up in smoke. He never forgot 
about them, though. I remember lying 
in his arms on our wedding night and 
hearing him whisper into the darkness. 
“Maybe this will bring us a son, Cathy. 





say. “It’s too soon.” I knew something 
was terribly wrong, but I kept on trying 
to show him that I felt fine again. The 
truth of the matter was that I felt more 
tired and drained as the days went by, 
and | was worried sick over the wall that 
had grown up between us. I hadn’t real- 
ized how serious it was, though, until the 
night I walked up behind him and 
slipped my arms around his waist. He 
pulled away from me as if he’d been 
stabbed. 

That night I made Tom bring every. 
thing out into the open. I just couldn’t 
take any more days of constant worry. 
After hours of talk, the words finally 
burst from his mouth, almost against his 
will. “I can’t blot out the image of that 
man touching you, Cathy. It’s like I'll 
always be the second one from now on.” 

Even though Tom said over and over 
again that he still loved me, I walked 
around in a daze the whole next day. My 
felt like it was tied 


stomach into a 


“What am I supposed to say?” Tom asked 


me. “That ['m glad? That ['m happy? 


That Pll love this baby—when we'll prob- 


ably be harboring a potential criminal?” 


My own flesh and blood—a boy who'll 
have the chance I never had.” 
Sometimes I worried about Tom’s 
need for a son. I wanted to tell him that 
a baby can’t live his father’s life all over 
again, that each person has to go his own 
way. But I wanted a child almost as 
much as he did, so I held my tongue. 
In the weeks that followed that terrible 
night I was attacked, I just sat by myself 
all day and waited for Tom to come 
home. I was still too shaken up to want 
to go out anywhere and I didn’t feel safe 
until | heard Tom’s key in the door. But 
when we were alone, he was moody and 
quiet. I tried to get him to talk about the 
things I knew he was thinking, but he’d 
only change the subject and look guiltily 
away. At bedtime, when I’d turn to him, 
he’d just run his hand over my black 
curls and shake his head. “You've got 
to get your strength back, Cathy,” he’d 


wrenching knot and my ears were hot 
and ringing. It was near dinner time 
that everything seemed to pile up. I was 
standing at the sink when the room start- 
ed whirling around and I felt myself fall- 
ing. The next thing I knew, I was lying 
on the kitchen floor with a sharp pain in 
the back of my head—and I realized | 
must have fainted. 

I didn’t say anything to Tom that 
night. but the next day I made an ap- 
pointment with a doctor on the block. | 
wanted to talk to someone—anyone. The 
doctor didn’t examine me for long and | 
expected him to tell me that my nerves 
were getting the best of me, that I'd 
have to have a complete rest. He smiled, 
though, when he sat down at his desk. 

“Well, Mrs. Hayes,” he said, “it’s good 
news. I’d say you’re about eight weeks 
pregnant, and that should explain why 
you've been feeling so tired.” 
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It’s hard to remember what went 
through my mind in that one moment. 
Jt just seemed like the doctor’s words 
were echoing around and around in the 
room. But I knew there wasn’t any ques- 
tion, or any room for doubt. The child 
growing inside me didn’t belong to Tom. 

The doctor must have seen the look 
on my face because I heard him say, 
“What’s wrong, Mrs. Hayes? What 
is it?” 

I looked up at him. 
help me. This isn’t my child. It’s not 


“You've got to 


mine. It doesn’t belong to me.” 

He looked shocked for a minute, as if 
he couldn’t understand. “Mrs. Hayes, of 
course it’s your child,” he said slowly. 

I told him then, going over all the 
horror of that terrible night, and over 
everything that had been wrong with 
“This child 


belongs to a criminal,” I said bitterly. “I 


Tom and me since then. 


don’t want it. I could never bear to look 
at it. Couldn’t you do something, Doc- 


tor? I know you could.” 

He didn’t answer me for a few min- 
utes. “Mrs. Hayes,” he said finally, “if 
I made the laws, I’d try to do something 
about this. And about other cases like 
this. But I’m a doctor. The laws of this 
state have already been made and I’ve 
pledged myself to keep them. They don’t 
allow me to take your child, not unless 
certain death would result for you in 
bearing it. There really isn’t anything | 
can do. I’m sorry.” 

“There must be someone, somewhere,” 
I almost screamed at him. “I'll go to 
another state—I’ll look until I find some- 
—...” 

“That won’t do any good. The laws 
in other states are not much different. 
And if you do find someone who doesn’t 
obey the law, as you well may, you might 
be risking your own life. Don’t ever 
forget that. What I’d like you to do is 


to bring your husband back with you 
later this week—even tomorrow if you 
can. There are things I’d like you both 
to understand. Your child will be inno- 
cent. He won’t know about his begin- 
nings. And since you and your husband 
both wanted a child so much, this one 
could be a joy instead of a tragedy—if 
you'll let it.” 

I bolted out of the chair and raced for 
the door. I just had to get away. “I'll 
think about it—I’ll let you know, Doctor. 
I have to go now. Thank you.” 

That night I looked at Tom across the 
dinner table and realized I’d better pre- 
pare for the worst. Alone in our apart- 
ment that afternoon, I’d remembered the 
doctor’s last words—and, for a few mo- 
ments, I thought that maybe Tom could 
learn to accept the baby growing inside 
of me. That maybe I could. But as | 
saw his eyes looking at me, I knew that 
it was best to face the facts. Tom would 
hate it. 


fF new how Tom felt, and I knew how this 
__ child had happened—but I couldn't hate 
it, or wish it dead. It was a tiny, help- 


ae 
less being, and I wanted it to be born 


I stood up then and walked over to 
him. “What’s the matter, Cathy? You’re 
so quiet tonight.” 

“Do you still love me, Tom?” 

Suddenly I was in his arms for the 
first time in months, and his face was 
buried in my hair. “Yes—yes, of course 
I do. I know what’s wrong—you don’t 
have to tell me. It’s me. Everything’s 
going to be all right now, though. We'll 
start all over again.” 

I clung to him tightly for a minute 
before I asked him to sit down on the 
couch beside me. There was no use in 
running away from what I’d learned that 
afternoon, and no use in trying to spare 
either of us. There would be a baby in 
seven months. So I just started from the 
beginning, my voice sounding deceptive- 
ly calm in my ears. I looked at his face 
when I’d finished, when I’d told him 
everything that the doctor had said. He 





seemed to be a million miles away. 

“I know what you feel, Tom—every- 
thing that I’ve been feeling. But maybe 
it’s not as horrible as it sounds—” 

He walked across the room, his face 
drawn and still. “I’ve been trying to tell 
myself that this child could be mine, but 
I know better.” He whirled around and 
faced me. “What am I supposed to say, 
Cathy? That I’m glad, that I’m happy? 
That Ill love this baby—when we'll 
probably be harboring a potential crim- 
inal!” 

“No, that’s not true, Tom! Listen to 
me. The doctor said there’s no reason 
to think that. It will be just like any 
other baby—innocent and pure.” 

But I heard the door slam. 

I didn’t go back to the doctor’s office 
and I didn’t dare suggest it to Tom. 
When he’d left that night, I wasn’t sure 
he’d be back. I sat on the couch for 
hours, not moving, just listening for his 
footsteps and trying to decide what to 


do. When he finally did come home, he 
went right to bed without saying a word. 


UR house was like a tomb for the 

next few weeks. I dreamed up mean- 
ingless shopping errands to do after 
dinner, just to leave the house and the 
silence that literally hung in the air be- 
tween us. I didn’t know what to say to 
Tom—I kept searching for the right 
words to get through to him. Then, one 
night in May, he came home and I knew 
that something had changed. His eyes 
were alive again. 

“Cathy—listen. I found a doctor. You 
know, someone who can help you. I 
talked to him today, and I took the $500 
we have in the bank. I’ve got it with 
me. If we go tonight, right now, he’ll be 
willing to do it, even though he usually 
charges more . . . Cathy, what’s wrong? 
Don’t you (Continued on Page 51) 
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HERE ARE TWO SAYINGS Id like to see blotted out of the 
language. One is: “Men seldom make passes at girls who wear 
glasses.” The other goes: “Nobody loves a fat girl.” 

I don’t wear glasses, it so happens, although some of the prettiest and most popu. 
lar gals I know do. But I’ve always been what you might call pleasingly plump. It 
never bothered me much, or kept me from doing anything I really wanted to do— 
including getting married and having three nice babies. I’d have said we were a 
happy family, even if I did bulge a little too much for toreador pants. 

Until last summer. 

Everything happened last summer all in a tumble, the way things do. We moved 
out of the old apartment building into a new neighborhood, a much better neighbor. 
hood. Then Jeff got a second job, a night job. He’s a salesman in a men’s clothing 
store, with pay that’s pretty good but nothing spectacular. We'd been saving 
toward the down payment on a house and Jeff’s aunt left us a couple thousand when 
she passed away. We figured that the monthly payments wouldn’t come to much 
more than rent, and look what we’d be getting: a yard, trees, play space, a real 
house, relative safety. Jeff had all the figures down in his budget book. (I’m not so 
sharp at arithmetic, though I can stretch a dollar bill till George Washington hollers 
for mercy; Jeff's the one who understands all those charts and graphs. ) 

What we hadn’t figured on was taxes. And assessments. And more furniture, 
We’d moved out of a three-room flat, where Judy and Joanie slept on the daven- 
port and Jeffie’s crib was jammed up against the foot of the double bed, into a six. 
room house. Curtains, alone, were a great big item. And rugs. I went window. 
shopping and came home with my head spinning. 

“Tl have to get a job,” I told Jeff when he got home that night, tired from a day 
at work after a night of unpacking. He just looked at me. “What are you going to 
do with the kids, drown them?” 

“Maybe I could get a job in the drugstore, Sundays.” 

“No, sir.” Jeff doesn’t lay down the law often, but once in a while he gets a look 
in the eye that warns you not to fool with him. This was one of the times. “If any- 
body gets an extra job it'll be me. You’ve got your work cut out for you, right 
here.” 

In our part of Chicago the stores stay open till nine on Monday and Thursday 
night. Jeff got a job as shoe salesman in one of the neighborhood stores on those 
two evenings, and Saturdays too. So our money problems were solved for a while, 
but it meant I didn’t see much of my husband. The babies didn’t see him at all 
from Sunday night, either. It was rough on all of us. 

Maybe you've never noticed this, but a woman whose husband is away from home 
a lot is bound to get into trouble one way or another. I don’t mean man trouble. 
I’ve never looked at another man, can’t imagine wanting one as long as Jeff is 
around. He’s the best-looking fellow, the smartest and one of the nicest in any 
gathering. I’m lucky to have him. Besides, can you imagine carrying on a great 
big romantic affair with three babies underfoot, needing to be taken to the bath 
room and have peanut butter and jelly sandwiches handed out to them every hour? 
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No, I’m thinking of the way your life 
sort of shifts meaning when your man 
isn’t around. Women who don’t have 
young children to tie them down spend 
a lot of time in beauty parlors, shop- 
ping, or going to the movies, or they play 
bridge or poker all the time. | noticed 
it back in the Estella Apartments, where 
some of the young mothers always 
seemed to spend the whole day having 
coffee in each other’s flats. I’m as so- 
ciable as anybody, more than some, but 
I never had time for long gab fests be- 
cause Jeff would be home around six, 
and | wanted to have the kids clean and 
a good hot supper on the stove. Having 
a man around sort of keeps the day turn- 
ing on its axis. Without him you go 
spinning off into space. 

I missed Jeff now he was hardly ever 
home. It wasn’t just the romantic as- 
pects of the thing, though I’m an affec- 
tionate girl—he seems to like me that 
way—and it was disturbing to have him 
feeling like nothing but sleep when I’d 
been wanting him all day. No, I just 
missed having him around. The babies 
were harder to manage too, daylight 
saving made the summer evenings long- 
er and they hated to go to bed without 
kissing their daddy good-night. I didn’t 
blame them a bit, now they had the yard 
to play in. But half the time they got 
crabby and over-tired before they fell 
asleep, and then I had to lug them up- 
stairs and undress them without waking 
them, so I could have a little peace and 
quiet. 

With Jeff grabbing a sandwich down- 
town and going straight to the shoe 
store two evenings a week, I just fixed 
a light supper for the children and my- 
self. So naturally I had more time to 
squander. Keeping the house tidy was 
a breeze, with plenty of closets and a 
place for everything. So one sunny af- 
ternoon I dragged out all my clothes and 
looked them over with a really critical 
eye. 

They weren’t much to look at. My 
maternity clothes had gone through four 
pregnancies—three of mine and one on 
loan to Jeff’s sister Lila—and they were 
in shreds. I stuffed them down the in- 
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cinerator, feeling that if we ever reached 
the place where we could afford another 
baby, we could certainly afford a few 
inexpensive separates. Then I turned my 
attention to my civilian clothes, if you 
can call them that. Most of them were 
left over from my trousseau. I hadn't 
had much, way back in 1955, and now 
the colors and lines were all wrong. 
Also, they were all too tight. 

So I went shopping. Very sensibly, 
All I wanted was a couple of little cot- 
tons | could put on, afternoons, and not 
feel like an orphan. I talked it over 
with Jeff and he said sure, go ahead, get 
whatever I needed. So my conscience 
was clear. 

I'll give the neighborhood shops 
credit, they were full of pretty little 
dresses at reasonable prices. Size seven, 
size nine—one of them specialized in 
size five. If you were a great big lump 
of a girl they would fit you out ina 
twelve. In one place the saleslady, who 
would have had to stand on a scale twice 
to make the needle jump, brought out a 
tape and measured me. The way her 
eyes bulged, I was practically ready for 
a circus sideshow. “My dear,” she said, 
“you'll take an eighteen. Or have you 
ever thought about trying half sizes?” 

I hung on to my temper. “Would you 
mind showing me some eighteens?” | 
asked politely. 

“Sorry, we don’t stock anything larg- 
er than a sixteen. Maybe you could find 
something downtown.” 

Great, I thought. I was so upset | 
went into a drugstore and had a butter- 
scotch sundae with whipped cream. It 
probably didn’t do anything for my 
waistline, but it was great for my morale. 

Jeff got home around nine-thirty. | 
made us a couple of bacon, lettuce and 
tomato sandwiches on toast, with may: 
onnaise, and we sat in the kitchen drink- 
ing coffee and catching up on the excit 
ing events of our two separate days 
After I cleared away the dishes he put 
his arm around me. “Gee, honey, you 
look nice tonight. That a new dress?” 

“That’s one of my trousseau dresses, 
Jeff Halevy. I’m going to take off a 
least twenty pounds before I buy a thing. [ 
I’m so fat I can’t get into the new styles.” 
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Normally I don’t mind the kids 
banging around the house, but with 
the crash diet Iwas on, they seemed to 


make an astounding amount of noise 


“Pudgy,” Jeff teased. He pinched the 
little roll of fat around my waistline. “I 
like you this way—there’s more to love. 
Why don’t you take off that tight dress 
before the zipper bursts?” 

I forgot about the extra weight. 


|S igh I remembered it again the next 
day, when the Harrisons moved in 
next door. 

Beth Harrison was absolutely the best- 
looking woman I’ve ever seen. Anyone 
can look good in a tight girdle and a 
glamorous formal, with fresh makeup 
and heels—but it’s another matter in 
shorts and sneakers, with dust on your 
cheek. I’m telling you, she was the kind 
of girl men turn their heads to look 
after on the street. She had high cheek- 
bones and smooth tan skin and a beauti- 
ful wide mouth and a figure that curved 
in the right places, feminine as anything 
but without one ounce of fat. I was glad 
Jeff was at work. 

I choked down my natural inclination 
to wish she’d drop dead and cooked up 
a big pot of spaghetti with meatballs 
and took it over around noon, carrying 
the coffeepot in my spare hand and fol- 
lowed by Judy hanging on to the French 
bread and Joanie with paper plates. 
“Hi,” I said as lightly as I could. “I’m 
Nina Halevy from next door. Welcome 
to Wistful Vista.” 

Beth laughed. “This is so kind of 
you,” she said in a lovely clear voice 
that made me feel like hitting her over 
the head. “Norman! Norm, this won- 
derful girl is our neighbor.” 

Norman was okay. A big guy with a 
little moustache, real hip but nice, too. 
He worked in an insurance office and 
played drums in a small combo, nights. 
“He’s never home,” Beth said with a 
pout. Norm just grinned. You could see 
things were all right between them. 
“Never mind me, tell us all about life in 
Wistful Vista,” picking up the joke and 
playing along with it, even if it wasn’t 
a very good one. 

So we sat around in the Harrisons’ 
back yard and ate spaghetti off paper 
plates, and were real chummy. 

When I got home I put the children 
down for their naps. Then I went in 
the bathroom and stripped off every 
stitch I had on. I stood there looking at 
myself in the long mirror on the bath- 
room door. “Girl,” I told myself out 
loud, “you (Continued on Page 65) 
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$6 \ ARION, don’t hold out on me. I 
love you. You know I do.” 

Fred’s hoarse whispered words shook 

e with emotion. We were sitting on the 
beach. He was behind me, and I was 
leaning against his chest. His arms were 
1round my waist, his head close to mine. 
he huge bonfire lit up the dark evening. 
We had not planned the picnic—it’s just 
that the day had been unusually warm 
for April and there was the enchantment 
of spring in the air. There were ten of 

five couples. We were all seniors at 
Conneaut High. 

omeone had brought a portable ra- 
lio. The love song that came over it 
enhanced the romance of the night. 
Fred’s lips pressed a kiss on my neck 
beneath my ear and left me tingling. 

Marion, honey, say that you will,” 
Fred urged. “I want you so much. | 
think of you all the time.” I suddenly 
felt a wild impulse to give myself to Fred. 

to the softness of the night. . . . It 
would be a moment always to remember. 
[here was no question about my feeling 
for Fred. I loved him deeply and without 
reservation, but . . . there was my fam- 
ily. There was tomorrow. 
[ could almost hear my mother’s 
whine, “It’s just what you might expect. 
She’s always failed in everything. She 
never gave us any reason to be proud 
The thought spoiled the night 
No matter what I 
tried to do, | was never good enough. I 
wanted to love Fred, but if anything went 
vrong my family would give me the cold 
treatment and say that it was just another 
lisappointment. Bitterness filled me. 
‘No. No,” I cried with anguish and 
tore free from Fred’s arms. “I can’t. I 
just can’t.” I was on my feet brushing 
loose dirt from my flowered skirt. Fred 
got up, too. He took me by the arms and 
ooked hungrily into my face. 
In the fire- 
light his brown eyes turned almost black. 
His long slender face lost some of its 

‘fitness and hardened into lines of an- 
ger. Fred towered over me, although I 


oft ner 


for me. It was true. 


4, %. 99 
You mean you wont. 


was tall myself for a girl. 

That’s right, | won’t. If you really 
loved me, you wouldn’t ask this. You'd 
be willing to wait.” My own dark eyes 
snapped back at him. 

What's there to wait for? You know 
we can’t be married. Not right away. I’ve 
got college and the army and then law 
chool ahead of me. Anything can hap- 
pen in all that time. Don’t you see, dar- 
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ling, it’s how we feel now that’s impor- 
tant.” 

“No!” I cried and shook myself free 
of his grasp. 

Fred ran a slender hand over his crew 
cut. He shook his head in despair. “I 
can’t go on like this . . . wanting 
you. . . .” He walked closer to the fire 
and stared intently into it. He thrust his 
hands into his back pockets. I stood off 
watching him, loving him and yet not 
daring to admit it. Suddenly, he turned 
around and said, “Come on. I'll take 
you home.” He took me by the arm. 
Raising his voice, he called out. “Good- 
night, everyone. We're leaving.” With 
his free arm Fred stooped and yanked 
up his army blanket. Giving it a vigorous 
shake, he hitched it under his arm. At 
the car, he suddenly let the blanket slip 
down to the ground. Taking me in his 
arms he kissed me hard. Passion mount- 


ed through my body. I kissed him back 
fiercely. It was the wrong thing to do. 
“Marion . . . honey, say you will.” 
Fred whispered, his lips pressing ten- 
derly against my cheek. I wanted to . . . 
oh. how I wanted to, but I didn’t dare. | 
shook my head and struggled to get free. 
Angrily. he thrust me from him and went 
around the back of the car to the driver's 
seat. He tore off as if all the devils in 
hell were after him. During the drive 
home he didn’t speak. At the foot of the 
porch of our large, old-fashioned house, 
Fred looked at me with a glimmer of 
longing—but coldness, too. He said, “I’m 
sorry. Marion. I won’t be able to se 
you any more.” 
“Fred, listen to me, please. . . . Fred 
. wait!” But he was gone. There was 
nothing left for me to do except to climb 
the wooden steps and go into the quiet 
house. 














Greta was everything that | was not—pretty. smart. 







attractive to boys. popular with girls. She could have 


/ 
any boy she wanted—and right now she wanted mine 


EN0uGu 


Should I call Fred, 


try to gel him back? 
There was only one 
way—to sacrifice ate 


only thing I had left 





Fred meant it. He was coldly polite 
when we met in the school halls between 
periods. He didn’t ask me for a date, nor 
did he phone. We had been dating all 
through high school. His demands for 
physical love started shortly after he left 
the hospital last winter after being in- 
jured during football practice. Some- 
thing happened to him during the long 
weeks in the hospital. Something | didn’t 
understand. 

It was one night during the second 
week after Fred and I broke up that my 
cousin stopped at our house. Greta was 
hazel-eyed, pretty and petite, and she 
knew it. I was studying for a history 
exam at the dining room table when she 
came in. 

“Hello, Aunt Helen.” She greeted my 
mother. Coming over to me, she said, 
“Hi, Marion. Hard at it?” 

“Yes,” I said without taking my eyes 
off my note paper. I didn’t like Greta. | 
was sure that she disliked me. 

“What’s this | hear about you and 
Fred?” she asked. The question was a 
taunt. 

“We just broke up,” | said. A sharp 
hurt twisted inside me. 

“I'd never have believed it,” she said. 
She walked closer to the dining table 
and pulled off a grape from a bowl of 
fruit that stood in the center of the table. 
She was facing me now. | kept my eyes 
fixed on my notepaper. “In that case. 
you won't care if I date him once in a 
while, will you?” My hand trembled a 
little as I scribbled a phrase on the note- 
paper. 

“Why, no,” I said, but the hurt deep- 
ened. She had done it again—she had 
taken from me what | wanted most. 

“He asked me for tomorrow night,” 
Greta said. “Okay?” 

“Uh huh,” I said. 

“Good.” Greta said, 
wouldn’t want to do anything to offend 


“You see. | 


you. But seeing as you aren’t interested 
anymore, | guess there’s no harm in dat- 
ing him.” I wished that she would stop 
talking and go away. I could feel her 
hazel eyes on mine, willing me to look 
up at her, to reveal to her the misery 
that I felt. I worked on doggedly. I 
wouldn’t let her see that she had hurt 
me. Finally, she stretched and said, “I 
guess you're busy. I’ll run on. See you.” 

“Goodbye, Greta,” I said. I listened 
to her as she made her way out of the 
house, stopping for a few seconds to chat 





with Mom. Finally the door slammed 
and she was gone. | put my hands to my 
face to cover the agonizing tears I could 
not squeeze back. I sat still, remember. 
ing how it had been with Greta and me. 
All my life Mama said I should be more 
like Greta. The teachers praised her, she 
made the honor roll, and got the bet 
parts in school programs and _ plays, 
When | was in grade school, I tried hard 
to please Mama, but it just wasn’t in me 
to outshine the others. I still tried, but 
the best I could do was to get C’s with 
an occasional, surprising B. I was never 
able to concentrate on anything for too 
long a time. Something else seemed more 
or someone else was do. 


I loved 


interesting .. . 
ing something that was fun. 
laughter and fun. 

The years of my childhood stretched 
before me in memory, filled with my 
longing for Mama’s approval. Unfor- 
tunately, it was always Greta who was 
admired and | who got scolded. My first 
recollection of this was at church. Mama 
and my Aunt Constance took Greta and 
me to church for the first time. I was six 
and Greta was five. We sat between the 
two women. I could see that Greta was 
bored by the sermon by the way she kept 
looking at me out of the corner of her 
eye. Suddenly, I felt a hard, painful 
pinch. “Owww!” I cried out loud and 
slapped at Greta. The next thing I knew, 
Mama was shaking and scolding me for 
being a bad girl. I tried to tell Mama 
how it was on the way home, but she 
wouldn’t listen. She was too busy 
scolding. 

As we grew older, time after time 
Greta came over to play with me and 
usually my best doll or tiny dishes got 
broken. It was always an accident. When 
Mama found the broken pieces, it was | 
who got scolded for breaking my toys. 
There was a cruel streak in Greta, but 
she kept it well-hidden. I doubt if her 
own mother knew about it. 

I think now that Mama’s regard for 
Greta stemmed from her life-long ad- 
miration of her sister Constance. Aunt 
Constance was the older sister and had 
married a man who had a better job 
than Papa, who was a clerk in a large 
manufacturing concern. As a result, they 
lived in a better house and had nicet 
clothes than my two brothers and 
Greta was one of those prim, always 


clean little (Continued on Page 5) 
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Greta might have Fred now, might even be wearing his ring, 


but I had the final trump. She didn’t know it but I could 


ruin all her plans. Maybe I wasn’t good enough for any of 


then—Mother, Fred, Greta—but I could still show them 




















































I felt sudden sickness as I 
took Jerrys shirt and saw 


the bright smear of lipstick 
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First of Two Parts 


DRIVEN BY 





I knew Jerry hadn't wanted 

to marry me, but I thought my love would 
win him over. I should have 

known that when a man is forced into a 


marriage, it’s in name only 


SOFT summer breeze drifted 

through the open car window as | 
sat alone sipping a malt. Laughter and 
the noise of young people was all about 
me, especially coming from the open 
door to the Snack Shoppe. I had planned 
on washing my hair tonight, yet kept 
putting it off, hoping Jerry would call. | 
didn’t want to make him wait if he called, 
neither did | relish talking to him with 
a wet head tied up in a towel. At 9:00 
o’clock I decided it was too late to wash 
my hair and by now I was reasonably 
sure Jerry wasn’t going to call. 

It was too early to go to bed, | decided. 
so I asked Uncle Ed if I could use his 
car to go for a short drive. He handed 
the keys to me and muttered something 
under his breath about young girls rid- 
ing around at night alone. “Young la- 
dies,” indeed—I was 20 years old. Surely 
old enough to be allowed to use the car 
alone. | wondered what it would be like 
to have folk who were not only willing 
but eager for you to have a good time, 
who gave you things with a smile instead 
of a frown, who encouraged you, talked 
to you. I’d never know. 

I couldn’t remember my parents; they 
were killed in an automobile accident 
when I was a baby. Since then I had 
bounced around from one relative to an- 
other. When a new baby was coming or 
a mother-in-law moved in—I was moved 
out. Moved to another relative who be- 
grudgingly gave me a home. Not- once 
had anyone ever read me a story. Not 
once had anyone ever asked to see my 
report card. I would hand it to them and 
usually they would glance at it and hand 
it back. saying, “That’s fine.” I had been 
a good student and finished high school 
in the upper quarter of my class. No 
one came to my graduation, though. | 
guess I was the only one with no one 
there. 

I smiled to myself, remembering—| 
had Jerry now. We had been dating reg- 
ularly for six months. Ever since he 
walked in the real estate office and asked 
if we had any houses for rent. I guess 
I fell for him from the very first moment 
although I couldn’t tell you why. He was 
nice looking, yes, but not handsome. He 
was a shade taller than me. His eyes 
were soft and warm and friendly. His 
whole manner was one of friendliness. 
When he asked me for a date that night, 
I was so excited I felt like a real nut. 
That’s the way he affected me then and 
the many dates that followed hadn’t less- 
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Brilliant Ernesta Bowman Procope, president 
and owner of a successful home-building, 
real estate and insurance organization, is 
shown with her French poodle, Fury. 


Mrs. Procupe frequently entertains 
in this beautiful, ultramodern 
Long Island home. 
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More people depend on pure 


Vaseline Petroleum Jelly 


than any other dressing on earth. 
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ened it at all. He was always the same 

—fun, good company, and light. I hoped 
each time we went out that this time he 
would indicate in some way that he was 
serious. His kisses stirred me until | 
shook like a leaf in his arms. When his 
caresses became too ardent, it was all | 
could do to free myself from his em- 
brace. Yet he never said the words | 
wanted so much to hear. 

| threw my paper cup out the window 
and started the motor. Might as well go 
home. | pulled up to the edge of the 
drive-in lot and as I did, a familiar car 
drove by. My heart leaped up in my 
throat and my hands shook—it was Jer- 
ry. Beside him in the car sat a girl. He 
was smiling at her, in a way I knew so 
well. My hands shook so I killed the 
motor several times before I finally got 
the car moving. All the way home | kept 
thinking, “I can’t stand it—TI just can’t 
stand it. | love him, I can’t lose him, / 
can't.” 

| threw myself on the bed, fully 
dressed. I was positively numb with 
shock and disbelief. Why had he turned 
to another? Had my refusing to give in 
to his demands made him turn from me? 
Wouldn’t submitting have made him lose 
respect, interest? My mind a whirling 
torment, | fell into a restless sleep. 

The next day at work I moved through 
the routine automatically, all the time 
wondering why. Why? Why? 

That evening at the supper table, | 
tried to make conversation with Uncle 
Ed and Aunt Della, but finally excused 
myself saying I had a headache. An hour 
later the phone rang and when Aunt 
Della called me I could hardly believe my 
ears. Heart pounding, [| lifted the re- 
ceiver. 

“Betty?” asked the voice I loved so 
much. 

“Yes.” I said over the lump in my 
throat. 

“You sound funny—are you sick?” he 
asked. 

“No, no. I’m fine—just fell asleep,” I 
said. 

“Like to go for a ride, it’s a lovely 
night? We can get a malt and come 
home early if you like.” 

“That'll be nice,” I managed to stam- 
mer. “Give me a minute to put my face 
on and I'll be with you.” 

“Right,” he chuckled and hung up. 
For a moment I leaned against the 
phone, not sure | heard right—then hap- 
piness bubbled (Continued on Page 71) 





























































































New Ideas For 
il | 
+ ICE CREAM | 
ll I | 
em- | 
is | j 
OT sultry days ahead and menus that are easy to prepare, 
low with cool. crisp salads, are in order. Homemakers. too, | 
| go need a rest from the time-consuming preparation of meals. That 
the is why ice cream is the perfect dessert for these busy summer 
car days. | 
my Though perfect for any time of the year. ice cream, whether 
Jer- home-made or from the corner store, is a versatile food, full of 
He rich milk, cream, and eggs. Today when so many homes 
80 boast of freezers. ice cream may be kept in bulk, and used for a 
the quick company meal, malteds at home, floats. and many other 
got perfect ideas for the kids. | 
ept To show you just what quick treats can be done with ice 
n't cream, TAN has selected a few unusual dishes to whet your 
appetite. 
: 
ully 
ith 
1ed 
in 
e? 
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ing 
igh wid 
me Baie coat 
Ba Sie . . » eri . ; 
I 
cle J Puget , 
ed od 
ur 
int : : : 
Boysenberry parfaits are made with layers of 
wt i crushed berries and ice cream in chilled 
re- glasses. Top with whipped cream, large berry. 
s0 
Ice cream sandwich, new and delicious, 
ay can be made in minutes, stored in freezing 
; tray for day. Sandwich has light flavor. 
For all recipes not listed here, see Page 54. 
he 
| 
ly 
ne 
n- 
ce 
p- 
1e Ice cream balls are quick, easy company 
treat, can be made ahead of time. Roll ice 
Pp cream in any kind of cookie crumbs or 
) crushed nabisco wafers, place in freezer. 
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Ice cream diploma is made easily for teen- 
age hostesses. Simply combine your favor- 
ite flavors in ice cream and roll in delicious 
chocolate chip macaroon crumbs from your 
favorite store for an extra added treat. 





e cream delight is made with fresh sliced peaches 
vanilla ice cream. If desired, dish can be topped off 
irge portion of whipped cream and chopped nuts. 





Hawaiian theme calls for Hawaiian pine- Children’s party treat is easy to make. Ice cream holder is hat 
ce cream served in dish with chipped box, funny faces are ice cream cones made with vanilla ice 
ing, and sprinkled with coconut shreds. cream and chocolate “jimmies” and spice drops for hair, faces. 








Cereal sundaes are a cool, tempt- 
ing breakfast treat for every age. 
Use big scoops of softened ice 
cream, nestled in bowl of whole 
wheat flakes, and top this off with 
a spoonful or two of ripe berries. 


Butter-crunch a la mode for a cool summer 
treat is easy to make, delicious to eat. 
Made primarily with corn flakes, one quart 
of ice cream and your favorite fresh or 
frozen berries, it makes a cool dessert. 


Try these delectable molasses sundaes, 
made with ice cream and molasses. Can be 
made in a number of different versions— 
with frosted almonds, .shredded coconut, 
or as delicious molasses ice cream floats. 





KEEP 
OL THIS 
JUMMER 


HARD this summer, but keep 
and fresh at all times. There’s 
fun that can be crammed into 

or even just evenings and 

swimming, tennis, golf, hik- 
icing—and you can participate 
nd all, and still appear feminine 


tractive simply by having a few 
grooming tricks, plus an extra 


or two. 

ecret lies in frequent baths or 
; and changes of clothing, and 
sre is a grand array of flatteri 
mfortable sportswear fashions 
hich to choose, no matter what 


t 
rt. 





Start the day off with a shower or 
bath. Apply deodorant under the arms 
and between the toes, and powder the 
body lightly. For daytime activities, use 
toilet water, and gently rub a hand lotion 
over hands, arms, and legs. Be sure not 
to miss elbows and knees. 

Go easy on make-up and elaborate hair 
styles. The effort to do them right will 
only make you hot, and heavy makeup 
will clog the pores. Select clothes that 
are on the loose side and porous, so that 





air can circulate around you. For sports 
today, designers have created wonder- 
fully feminine clothes—outfits which are 
crisp yet comfortable and feminine. 

It’s a good idea to shower again before 
going out on a date. Then you can use a 
perfume to enhance your beauty. Re- 
member that perfume is a plus of cleanli- 
ness, and should never be used to cover 
up a perspiration odor. 


Daily shower means generous lathering with lightly scented soap, 
warm (not cool) water, thorough drying with soft towel, applica- 
tion of deodorant, and finally, a light dusting of body powder. 


—.— 7 


SLight-scented perfume for hot days, in floral, lemony or woodsy 
i fragrances, is important accessory. Should be applied on clean 
| body, at the pulse points—inside wrists, behind ears, on temples. 
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Longer hair may now be yours 
* 
...nere 1S your R 
Ss AVECeC TN), 
HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 
* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! : 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! n 
* Helps protect hair from moisture, f 
dryness and dandruff! : 
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“Thank goodness ‘ 
for New RAVEEN! ' 
_ It makes my hair ' 
look longer, i 
more beautiful and : 
X li 
more glamorous!” 2 
f 2 ( 
, says HELEN WILLIAMS, . 
famous model and r 
cover th 
. Bea 
Raveen ’ 
It 
- beauty ! / 3 ti 
, Look for Raveen at your favorite ‘ \: 
ee drug store or cosmetic counter : 1 
oP You'll generally find New RAVEEN | a 
—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepara- E 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box. di 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit th 


your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAV EEN - ic: send 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 5c for postage! to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago §, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you ef ence, postpoid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers_i your wholesaler has not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some in 
at once. 


Money Back Guarantee — you must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN . . . or send the BS 
unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought i 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. - 1868 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago 16, Ii. 








Child Care: 


5 Manners Are 
A Must 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 
- ® Instructor in Pediatrics 
R Northwestern University 


_— is to blame when a teen-ager 
tells his mother to mind her busi- 
sf ness? Who should be held responsible 
for the waves of teen-aged vandalism 
and the resulting damage to property 
and to human life? Who is at fault when 
a group of young people sitting on a 
public conveyance take no notice of older 
women clutching bags and parcels, try- 
ing to balance themselves on a strap? 
Primarily, the society in which we live, 
but more specifically the parents of the 
teen-agers, who failed to realize that in 
not enforcing consideration for others 
—property as well as person—they were 
rearing Frankensteins from babyhood, 
monsters that would make their own 
lives, as well as those around them, 
miserable. 

Good manners, simple, basic good 
manners, are essential in a child’s life, 
and the sooner the child is taught good 
manners the sooner that child is able to 
live a relaxed and happy life in the world 
around him. Children are not born with 
good manners. They must be taught. 

The best way to teach children good 
manners is to employ them; example is 
the best teacher. A little boy traveling 
with his father on a crowded bus will be 
most impressed when his father relin- 
quishes his seat to a woman with a small 
child. The soft tones used in conversa- 
tion by a young girls mother will in- 
‘variably have an effect upon that same 
child when she hears other women using 
"harsh, coarse language in strident tones. 
-Acourteous atmosphere in the home will 
Fdo more to influence Johnny or Jane 
than repeating admonitions, threats of 
punishment or just plain nagging. 
Little by little and day by day, as 
‘children develop into young adulthood, 
they are experiencing the consequences 
of responsibility and _ irresponsibility, 
courtesy and discourtesy, thoughtfulness 
and carelessness. When they see the 
value of good behavior demonstrated, it 
is likely that good manners will have won 
a convert. 
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CRIES 
HELP 


You don’t have to live with the awful 
torment of skin upset by the agonies of itch- 
ing. Internationaily-famous Palmer’s “Skin 
Success” Ointment is the proven way mil- 
lions get fast, blessed relief when their skin 


cries “help”. 


Doctors know scratching of 


Pruritis-afflicted skin can disfigure as well 
as cause dangerous infection. The active 
ingredients in “Skin Success” Ointment re- 
duce the desire to scratch so skin can heal 


ever so much faster. 


You know “Skin Success” 


Ointment is 


dependable because it is compounded by the 
maker of quality skin care products since 
1840. You owe it to your comfort, your ap- 






Relieve the 
Itching Misery of 





pearance, and your health to let “Skin 
Success” Ointment help make your life live- 
able again. Palmer’s “Skin Success” Oint- 
ment. Only 35¢. Large economy size with 
four times as much, only 75¢. Satisfaction 
guaranteed or your money refunded. 


LOVELIER COMPLEXION 


.. plus head-to-toe protection with the deep- 
acting foamy medication of “Skin Success” 
Soap. It beauty bathes while it fights germs 
that often aggravate ugly olemishes and per- 
spiration odors . . . makes you sure you're 
nice to be near. Palmer’s “Skin Success” 
Soap. Only 25¢. 








*xKNOW YOUR FUTURE 


Your hands can reveal SUCCESS in LIFE, LOVE, 
BUSINESS sand HEALTH. Simplified Home Study 
Course in HAND ANALYSIS by APOLLO, Master 
Analyst. 

FREE ASTRO-PERSONALITY CHART tutes. 
ACT NOW! Mail only $2.00 giving BIRTHDA’ 


WRITE: APOLLO, P.O. Box 2430, Dept. 2a 
Holl ywood 28, California 











A Club-Selected Story Pays You $100,000. 


LEARN TO WRITE 


You can write a Story, Play, Fiction, Novel or 
a Book: at home in spare time. Make big 
money. A complete course. 14 easy Lessons 
in One Book. Shows You How. $2. Order 
Now! Write: PHILEMON CO., College Station, 
Box 309, New York 30, N. Y. 
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LIGHTER, LOVELIER SKIN 


New improved Paimer's “Skin Success” Bleach Cream 
contains more of that dependable bleaching ingre- 
dient, ammoniated mercury that fades sun spots, 
freckles and blotchy darkened skin. Compounded by 
the maker of dependable quality skin care products 
since 1840, famous “Skin Success” Bleach Cream 
works fast to give you that creamy, dreamy, fairer look. 
Palmer's “Skin Success” Bleach Cream, only 35¢. 
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Best songs recorded FREE 
with 7-piece orchestra. We 
write music, Send poems 


FREE 


HEAR WHAT WE'VE DONE a 
FOR OTHERS... RECORD 


WRITE TODAY FOR 














© Dept. T, 1472 Broadway, New York 36, N. J 

















COMPLETELY SAFE—NOT A DYE 
STAYS ON TILL WASHED OUT— 
GOOD FOR PRESSED HAIR—NO 
MESS OR BOTHER — ALWAYS 
READY TO USE ANYTIME. 


Use this amazing. modern, quick, easy. 
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she usually ended up buying 
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He Couldn’t Accept 
My Child 


(Continued from Page 29) 


hear me?” 
I didn’t know what was wrong. I knew 


I should have jumped at Tom’s plans but 
I felt all unsettled inside. I kept seeing 
the spark in his eyes when he’d walked in 
the door a few moments before. I’d hoped 
he was going to say something else to me. 

I made myself stop thinking about that 
and I put on my coat and picked up my 
purse. “All right, Tom, we'll go right 


| away.” 


We drove for some time, up one dingy 
street and down another. The motion of 
the car seemed to relax me a little. I 
looked at Tom’s profile next to me and felt 
that almost anything would be worth mak- 
ing him happy again. The life growing 
inside me hardly seemed like a reality— 
it was only a statement made by a doctor 
in his office one afternoon. Losing it would 


‘be like losing something I’d never had, 


and didn’t want. I thought of the police- 
men who were still searching for a fiend 
somewhere in the city—a fiend who was 
now part of me. It made me shudder. 

After a while, Tom pulled up to a dark, 
dirty building on a dreary-looking street. 
I tried to ignore the dirty shades hanging 
in the window and the broken bottles and 
garbage outside on the sidewalk. Tom rang 
the bell and we waited silently on the front 
step. When no one answered, he rang 
again. Two or three minutes passed. Then, 
finally, the door opened and I saw a man 
staring at us. 

“Are you the Hayes people?” he asked. 
Tom nodded and the man said, “You got 
the dough?” When we showed him the 
money, he led us down a dark. narrow, 
musty-smelling corridor. He opened a 
door and I saw a room with a table and a 
few chairs and an old sink in it. I walked 
inside and the man said, “The doctor’s in 
the other room with somebody else. You 
can wait here.” He reached in his shirt 
pocket and took out a white pill and then 
poured me a glass of water. “Here,” he 
said, “take this. Then you won’t feel any- 
thing much.” I looked at his outstretched 
hand and at the pill laying on it, and sud- 
denly I knew I couldn’t go through with 
it. I remembered the doctor’s words on 
the day I’d learned I was pregnant: “You 
might be risking your own life.” he’d said. 
Tlooked again at the man’s hand and at 
the white pill in it. And then I got up. 

I found myself turning to Tom and say- 
ing, “I can’t!” and then I threw open the 
front door and rushed out. I felt like my 


lungs were bursting for fresh air, like a 


Person who’s suffocating in a room full of 
smoke, 
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When I got in our car, I saw that Tom 
had followed me. I didn’t know what to 
from him, but I knew that I 
couldn't have stayed in that house for him 

no matter what happened to our mar- 
riage. He started the car and we pulled 
back on the highway. “Cathy,” he said, 
“T don’t feel any different about the baby, 
but I wouldn’t let you go through with it 


exnecti 


either.” 
I know. Tom,” I said. “Let’s just go 


home 


TOM and I didn’t mention the baby to 

each other in the months that followed. 
\fter I had to start wearing maternity 
our friends talked about it, of 
Those were some of the hardest 
moments—when someone would slap Tom 
on the back and say something like, “Well, 
you got the kid enrolled in medical 
school yet, Tommy?” I’d remember then 
how Tom used to talk about the son he’d 
have some day—and I'd feel the sudden 
tears rush into my eyes. But Tom and I 


clothes 


course 


never told anyone the truth, not even the 
police. I guess that’s because we both 
knew it wouldn’t do any good. 

For a long time, I felt like I was carry- 
ing a terrible enemy inside of me. I even 
thought about going back to the doctor’s 
house where Tom had taken me. But I was 
ifraid. Vll never forget the day, though, 
when I felt the baby move for the first 
time. I was resting on a chair when a few 
timid flutters came softly against my stom- 


ach. It took me a minute to realize what 
ppening and then, for the first time, 


I the baby as a person. I saw a tiny, 
h ess little being with two legs and two 


irms—who was to be my child. I felt then 
that it wouldn’t be tainted in any way. I 
realized suddenly that I wanted it to be 
born 

With Tom, things didn’t change. After 
our experience at that doctor’s house, he 
started taking a drink or two—sometimes 


more—at night when we were alone. I 
knew that when he began making love to 
me again, it was after the liquor had 


helped him to forget what couldn’t really 


be forgotten. But I didn’t object. When 
his mouth would press down on mine, I 
felt that I was drunk too. We’d been living 
as strangers for too long. 

Sometimes, during those early summer 
months. I'd invite a few of our close 
friends over for dinner. I wanted to try 
and make things as normal as possible for 
Tom and me. I thought it might help us 


both to start living again. Betty and Dick 
Henderson came by more often than any- 


one else. They had been very excited about 
my pregnancy, especially so because they 
both loved children and could never have 
any of their own. Sometimes I'd see a flash 
on envy in Betty’s eyes when she looked at 
me—and I’d want to pour out all the fears 


and unhappiness that I’d been hiding from 


JL 


everyone except Tom. Then, one night 
they stopped by unannounced, to tell us 
that they were adopting a 3-month-old 
baby boy. Tom and I congratulated them 
and tried to sound genuinely pleased, but 
the whole subject was difficult for both of 
us. 

After they left, Tom seemed distracted. 
Finally, he said, “That might work if 
nothing else does, Cathy. If you have to 
have the baby, it can be given away. 
Through an agency.” 

I hadn’t thought about the idea of an 
adoption agency before, but I knew what 
my answer would be from the first mo- 
ment. Maybe it was because I’d grown up 
in an orphanage and had wondered about 
my own real parents, or maybe the baby’s 
moving inside me had formed some kind 
of unbreakable bond that they call “ma- 
ternal instinct.” I don’t know all the rea- 
sons, or why they were there, but I just 
knew I couldn’t give the baby away after 
it was actually born. 

Tom didn’t try to change my mind, but 
I could see that he felt as if there was no 
way out any more. 

A few nights later, the phone rang and 
it was the police station. They had picked 
up a man who fitted the description of my 
attacker and they wanted me to come down 
at once for an identification. Tom had 
been drinking that night but he drove me 
to the station and came up with me to the 
sergeant’s office. I was seven months preg- 
nant at the time—and I felt awkward and 
heavy and scared. I was sure that the 
police sergeant would realize what had 
happened to me but. if he did, he must 
have decided not to say anything. He took 
us into a small room with a platform in 
the front and several rows of seats in the 
back. “Mrs, Hayes, I don’t want you to be 
frightened,” he said. “We're going to line 
up a group of men on this platform and 
turn a light on them. You and your hus- 
band will be seated over there. You'll both 
be able to see the men but they won't see 
you because of the glare of these spot- 
lights. If you recognize any one of them, 
I want you to tell me. That’s all there is 
to it.” 

When Tom and I sat down, I was trem- 
bling. I didn’t want to see the man who 
had attacked me—I didn’t want to feel the 
terror of that awful night all over again. 
There wasn’t much time to think about it, 
though. because the room darkened and a 
group of six men were led from an adjoin- 
ing room up on the platform. All six of 
them turned to face me, spaced about two 
feet apart, and suddenly the overhead 
lights splashed on across their faces. My 
eyes turned from the first man in line to 
the second, then to the third, and all at 
once I knew that I didn’t have to look any 
further. I would have recognized those 
hard eyes anywhere. I felt the icy fear 
race through me again, and I couldn’t even 


turn to tell Tom. I couldn’t take my eyes 
from that face, and I was almost sure he 
was seeing me, too. 

Right then, I felt the baby’s hard thrust 
inside me. This is what will tie me to him 
forever, I thought bitterly. But suddenly 
I knew that it really didn’t have to be that 
way. I could walk from the man on that 
platform and never see him again. The 
child which would be born in a few months 
would have no guilt or fear unless they 
came from me. Someone sat down next to 
me and I turned to see the sergeant. “Well. 
Mrs. Hayes?” he asked. “It’s the man in 
the middle,” I said. I felt calm and at ease 
for the first time, like I was stating a sim- 
ple fact of reality. “That’s the one we 
picked up,” the sergeant said. “Thanks, 
Mrs. Hayes. Sorry we had to put you 
through this.” 


THat night, Tom started drinking from 

the moment we came home. After a 
few hours, he had finished almost a whole 
bottle of whiskey. “So that’s what he looks 
like—so that’s the father-to-be. Should 
have brought a box of cigars with me. 
Should have let him in on the good news.” 

“Tom, let’s just try and forget about it.” 
I pleaded with him. “You're driving your- 
self crazy about something you can’t help.” 

“T don’t see what you’re so happy about. 
Maybe you thought that guy wasn’t so bad 
after all, huh? Maybe you’ve got pleas- 
anter memories than I thought—” He 
walked across the room and out the front 
door without looking back. 

Afterwards, I sat in the bedroom and 
didn’t try to hold back the tears. My mar- 
riage had reached a breaking point in 
seven short months. I couldn’t blame Tom 
for hating every sign and reminder of a 
baby that wasn’t his, but I knew I’d never 
forgive myself if I agreed to give it away. 
I felt Tom needed time by himself to de- 
cide if he still wanted me or not. Wanted 
us or not. 

The suitcase was in our closet and I 
dragged it out on the floor and _ started 
slowly packing. 

Later. I wrote Tom a note and told him 
that I'd let him know where I was after 
the baby arrived. Then I took part of our 
savings out of the desk. Tom had never 
returned it to the bank. I walked down- 
stairs and took a bus into town, to a room- 
ing house that was usually partly vacant. 
It was late and I was embarrassed to ring 
the bell at such an hour, but there was no 
place else to go. The landlady took one 
look at me, and at my mussed maternity 
dress, and gave me a mocking smile. “An- 
other one of you careless girls, eh? O.K., 
come on in.” 

The room was small and dingy, but I 
spent the next weeks getting very used to 
it. I hardly left the building—I was just 
waiting for the baby. The only outings | 
made during those endless days were to 
the doctor’s office. I went back to the 
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same doctor I'd seen at the beginning. He 
didn’t ask any questions when I told him 
that I was living by myself, but he repri- 
manded me for having stayed away so 
long. 

I thought a lot about Tom and me while 
[ was alone, but I felt that I had to keep 
on waiting. Then one hot September 
morning I woke up and felt a gripping 
pain wave over me, and I knew that at 
least one kind of waiting had ended for 
me. I got dressed and called the doctor 
on the telephone out in the hall. By that 
time, the pains were coming steadily and 
I was told to take a cab to the hospital 
right away. 

Many women complain about the pain 
of childbirth. But as I lay in the hospital, 
feeling my baby struggling to be born, I 
felt that it had reached the end of a long 
struggle for its life. It might easily have 
never been born at all. 

Five hours later, the doctor helped me 
deliver a six-pound little girl, perfectly 
formed. I looked at her when she was a 
few seconds old, and she was beautiful. 
She had big round eyes, like mine. and an 
eager little face. I knew that she was 
happy to be alive. 

A nurse wheeled me back to my room 
about a half hour later. I was still very 
groggy but when I heard a voice say, 
“Cathy, are you awake?”, I knew it was 
Tom before I even opened my eyes. 

“The doctor called me a few hours ago, 
Cathy, and told me you were here. I’ve 
heen terribly worried. Are you all right?” 

“Yes—I’m fine, Tom. I had a little girl.” 

“I know. I just saw her.” 

It was a strange kind of scene. I thought 

not the usual one for a maternity floor 
ifter a birth. 

“Cathy.” Tom said, “you know there are 
certain things I can’t say I feel. But I want 
you to come home. You—and the baby.” 

“If there’s room for both of us. we'd like 
to very much.” 

Four days later. Tom brought us both 
back to the apartment. I named the baby 
Julie Ann. She was a good baby and I 
never found myself wondering about that 
part of her that hadn’t come from me. I 
just felt that she was my child, pure and 
simple. And, besides, I was kept so busy 
with her almost every minute that I didn’t 
really have time to think about too many 
things. 

Tom helped me with Julie from the very 
beginning. I knew that he was only doing 
it for me, but there was a feeling of peace 
between us that hadn’t been there for a 
long time. After a while, I saw his natural 
love for children make him smile when 
Julie did something cute. There was no 
miraculous change in him—it was some- 
thing subtle which grew over those months. 
Ithad a long way to go, but it was enough 
'o make me think that Tom, too, would 
be able to stop thinking about the past 
someday. 


| 
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I really felt sure on the night that Betty 
ind Dick Henderson came over for Julie’s 
six month birthday and brought their 
idopted son, Ross. The two babies were 
playing and gurgling in the playpen and 
Dick was taking movies. I remember how 
Betty turned to her husband in a quiet 
moment and said, “It’s funny, isn’t it, Dick. 
We thought we would make Ross happy 
by giving him two parents and a home he 
might never have had. But, instead, he’s 
made us happy by showing us what a real 
home can he.” 

Tom took my hand in his then. “Say, I 
forgot to give Julie her six month pres- 
ent!” He smiled and took a package out 
of the front hall closet and handed it to 
me. “Here, Mommy,” he said. “You'd bet- 
ter open it for her. It’s a bit ahead of 
time, folk, but Cathy tells me that when 
we have our son, I'd better not try too 
hard to turn him into a doctor. So I’ve 
got to increase the odds on somebody in 
this family entering the medical profes- 
sion! ' 

[ was tearing open the paper, my eyes 
brimming with tears, and then everyone 
was laughing and Dick was grabbing his 
amera to record Julie Ann’s reaction to 
her first play nurse’s kit! 


THE END 


Ice Cream Recipes 


(Continued from Page 43) 


Butter-Crunch a la Mode. Melt 4 tbsp. 
butter and stir in 1 cup brown sugar com- 
bined with 2 tbsp. flour. Add 14 cup water, 
stirring to blend; cook over low heat until 
mixture forms a soft ball in cold water, 
236°F. Quickly pour over 4 to 5 cups corn 
flakes, mixing thoroughly. Spread out on 
large pan and partially cool. Pack into a 


well-oiled 1 quart ring mold. Chill in re- 
frigerator. Loosen edges with knife and 
turn out onto serving plate. Fill center 


with 1 qt. ice cream. Sprinkle fresh or 
frozen berries on top. Serves 6. 

Ice Cream Sandwich. Roll 414 cups “bite 
size” shredded rice biscuits into fine crumbs 
or put through finest blade of food grinder. 
Put crumbs and 4 cup brown sugar, firmly 
packed, into 10-cup bowl. Mix thoroughly 
with finger tips. Melt 4 cup butter or 
margarine. Pour over crumb mixture. Mix 
until all crumbs are coated with butter. 
Line a refrigerator ice cube tray with dou- 
ble-thickness of wax paper or with alumi- 
num wrap, letting each end extend about 3 
inches so dessert can be lifted out easily 
when ready to slice for serving. Press half 
of crumb mixture evenly and firmly over 
bottom of tray. Pack 1 quart slightly sof- 
tened ice cream over crumb mixture. Sprin- 
kle rest of crumbs over ice cream, packing 
lightly. Put in freezing unit. Keep frozen 
until ready to serve. Makes 6 to 8 servings. 
74 


Never Good Enough 


(Continued from Page 37) 


girls. I was always tall for my age and 
liked nothing better than to get into a 
scuffle with my two older brothers. or 
climb trees. Poor Mama! I was a deep 
disappointment to her. There was nothing 
dainty about me. 


WORKED all that summer in a dress 

shop to earn the tuition to go to a dress 
designing school. My aunt planned for 
Greta to attend an exclusive girl’s college 
in the fall. Fred didn’t call me at all. My 
evenings were empty and loneliness ate 
into me like acid. Once in a while, I ac- 
cepted a double date my brothers arranged 
for me with one of their friends, but I had 
a miserable time. Each love song re- 
minded me of the warmth and love Fred 
and I had shared. It hurt me to dance 
with a strange boy. 

It was hard to be polite to Greta the few 
times she breezed in with a message from 
her mother to mine. I felt the urge to claw 
at her smooth face and tear at her hair, 
but I restrained myself. Greta made a par- 
ticular point of telling me what Fred and 
she had been doing. Nothing like twisting 
the knife, I thought. and steeled myself to 
listen to her without showing emotion. 
During the long hot nights when sleep re- 
fused to come, I’d wonder if Fred were 
loving Greta right then . . . Was he kiss- 
ing her... did she submit to him? 
Knowing the state of his emotions, I felt 
certain that she did, but I didn’t really 
know. Had I been a fool? I just didn’t 
know. 

Late in the summer, Mother invited 
Aunt Constance and her family to Sunday 
dinner. Greta arrived looking cool and 
superior in a white linen dress trimmed 
with touches of brown to match her brown 
and white shoes. 

“Would you excuse me around two, Aunt 
Helen?” Greta asked Mother before din- 
ner was half over. “I hate to leave you with 
all those dishes, but Fred’s calling for me 
and Id hate to keep him waiting.” A spurt 
of hot jealousy flashed through me. How 
could I bear to see them together. I felt 
a wild desire to strike out at Greta’s pretty 
face . . . I wanted to hurt her as she was 
hurting me. 

“Don’t worry about the dishes, Greta,” 
Mama said, reaching for the salad bowl. 
“You go right on. Fred’s a fine boy. We’ve 
always liked him.” Mama, my heart cried 
out, can’t you see how you’re hurting me? 
Stop it. Please, stop it! But Mama wasn’t 
looking at me. She was busily flattening 
the mound of potato salad on her plate. 

“They make a very attractive couple,” 
Aunt Constance said. Greta was looking 
at me with a smug smile on her face. Over- 


come by hurt and jealousy, I lashed out at 
her for all to hear. 

“None of you know what you're talking 
about. He’s not nice at all. A decent girl 
wouldn’t date him. Do you know why? 
Well, Vil tell you . .. he demands that 
you go to bed with him. That’s why I 
broke up with him. It’s the only way for 
a girl to hold him. Ask Greta. She'll tell 
you.” I was staring intently at Greta, not 
thinking what the effect of my words 
would be on the parents. Greta was not 
smiling any more. She lowered her head 
and flushed. T knew then that I had scored. 
I had been certain of it before, but now I 
knew. “Look at her .. . look at that guilty 
look.” I cried, pointing an accusing 
finger at my cousin. I turned to Mother to 
show her. I was stopped by the look of 
shock in her face. 

“Marion! Control yourself,” Mother 
said icily. My heart sank. All the fight 
went out of me. I saw in an instant that 
she would never forgive me my bad man- 
ners. that she hadn’t believed a word I'd 
said. “Please forgive her. She’s been aw- 
fully upset.” Mother apologized for me. 

“Oh. what’s the use!” I got un and 
tossed my napkin down on the table and 
dashed out of the dining room, tears spill- 
ing down on my face. In my room, I 
slumped into a faded chintz chair beside 
a window and bawled. The door opened 
and my brother Tim came in. There was 
a grin on his face. 

“Atta girl,” he said. Seeing my tears. 
he stooped down in front of me and said, 
“Aw, cut it out, Marion. I’m for you. I’m 
glad you got back at that she-cat. even if 
Mother never will get over it. Come on, 
kid. Neither one of them is worth your 
tears. How about going with Janet and 
me for a swim this afternoon?” 

I shook my head. 

“It'll do you good to get away and for- 
get about things for a while,” Tim coaxed. 
Finally I agreed. I knew I should stay to 
help Mother with the dishes, but I was 
too ashamed of my behavior to face any- 
one, so I told Tim I would go if he would 
discuss it with Mother first. He came back 
to say that Mother would be glad to have 
me go. 


BOUT a week later, when I got home 
E from the store, Mother said to me, 
“Marion, there’s something I have to tell 
you.” I looked at her with interesi. Mother 
was short, and comfortably plump. Her 
graying hair and round cheeks gave her 
a look of a freshly washed cherubim. She 
kept on separating lettuce leaves for our 
evening salad without looking up at me. 
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Suddenly, I knew that what she had to say 
would be painful. 


“What is it. Mom?” I tensed myself for 


the news. 
“Aunt Constance phoned this afternoon. 
She said that Greta and Fred are en- 


gaged.” I stood very still, stunned by her 
words. I was glad Mother was not looking 


at me to see my naked pain. Always there 
had been the hope that sometime Fred 
would come back to me. Now, that hope 
was gone. Was I wrong in trying to be 
moral? Did the renegades and the daring 
ones get all the good things? The phrase 
“Goodness is its own reward” flashed 
through my mind and I shook my head, 
thinking bitterly, “Who want it?” I didn’t 
say anything. Mother added, “I thought 
you ought to know.” There was gentleness 
inher voice. The cold aloofness of the past 
week was gone. Mama was sorry for me. 

“T'll go and change. I'll be back to help 
you in a few minutes, Mom,” I said, fore- 
ing my voice to be calm, although the tears 
threatened to boil over the level of my 
voice. 

“Why don’t you lie down and rest till 
dinner? I’ve got everything about done,” 
Mama said. “It’s been awfully hot today 
and you must be all in.” There was com- 
passion in the clear eyes that glanced up 
atme. 

“All right, Mom,” I agreed and quickly 
left the room. In my room, I lay on my 
hed and let the tears and sobs tear out of 
me. I was miserable, beaten to the ground 
hy my own failures. 

The tears brought me relief. I pushed 
the unhappy thoughts from me. Next 
week, I would start at the dress designing 
school. I loved color and style. My tastes 
ran to the vivid and extreme. Mama didn’t 
quite approve, because she didn’t under- 
tand originality. I knew that in this I 
would not fail. The feel I had for 
and color was like a part of my body. I 
remembered something a Sunday School 
teacher once told us. She said, “Each of 
vou has a special gift or talent locked in- 
ide of you. Look for it and try to find it.” 
I didn’t understand her meaning till now. 
Now I knew that I had one too, and it was 
for dress design. 


fabric 


I hunted through the newspapers each 
morning and night for some announcement 


of Greta’s engagement. It wasn’t there. I 


was puzzled. Surely, Great’s folk would 
sive her an engagement party. Mother 
aid nothing about it. I waited and 


watched. When I found no announcement 
inthe Sunday papers, a kind of happy 
hope flashed through me. The engagement 
must be another one of Greta’s lies. It 
wasn’t true. There was a chance that Fred 
might come back to me. 

All the next week, I felt light of heart. I 
tnjoyed designing school. I continued to 
scan the papers. That Saturday night, dis- 
appointment struck at me like a sledge 










It was called Psoriasis. 


more comfortable. I wouldn’t 
be without it.” 


Lbvin. Hl. 


Norfolk, Virginia 


sk “I suffered agony for a long time with 
itching, stinging misery of a scaly skin disease. 
It would itch and 
burn so often that I was miserable. After try- 
ing many skin helps, I used Black and White 
Ointment. It really relieved the itching, burn- 
ing misery and in a short while I was much 
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hammer. There in the social notes was the 
story and above it a carefully posed photo- 
vraph of Greta. It was true after all. The 
wedding would take place the following 
month when Fred came home from college 
for the week-end. I smashed the paper to- 
ether and threw it to the floor. Startled 
the noise, Dad raised his tired eyes to 
and said, “Anything wrong, honey?” 
Everything’s wrong. I. . . I hate liv- 
I said tearfully and ran from the 
om to avoid Dad’s sympathy. I cried 
and hopelessness into my pillow. 
Greta had got him after all and there was 
iothing I could do... nothing . . . nothing. 
Or was there? I sat up to explore the 
thought that hit me. It originated in jeal- 
y and anger. I might get Fred back. I 
cht... if they knew about Greta. 

[he nasty plan churned inside my brain. 
[t was worth a try. One part of me re- 

viled from what I was about to do. The 

her part of me drove me to it... now 

tonight. I went to the bathroom and 

athed my face and put on fresh make-up. 
[ would do it now, I decided. 

[ left the house and went to the corner 
lrugstore to use the phone. With a finger 
that shook, I dialed the familiar number. 
Fred’s mother answered. She said, “Hello 

hello?” At the sound of her composed 
oice, I suddenly realized that I couldn’t 
[ couldn’t put into words the hor- 
ible, jealous thoughts that brought me to 
this point. My body flushed with shame. 
I began to tremble. After the dinner epi- 
[ had promised myself that never 
would I give in to spite or jealousy. 

“Hello, Mrs. Henry. This is Marion.” I 
forced myself to be calm. 

Yes, I know. I recognized your voice. 
How are you, dear?” She sounded glad 
hear trom me. 

I’m well, thank you. I—I thought I 

ild call to congratulate Fred on his 

ng marriage. Greta is my cousin. But, 
probably know that.” 

Yes, I do. And how very thoughtful 

Pll tell Fred when he gets home 

school this week-end. Thank you. 
Varion.”’ 

Goodnight,” I said and slipped the re- 

back on the hook. My body felt 

All strength drained from it. On the 

back home, I felt fiercely glad that 

omewhere had come the strength to 

the ugliness that almost led 

to betraying the things I believed in. 

I with sudden clarity that you cannot 

mething nasty to hurt someone else 

smeared with the dirt your- 

my shoulders, I accepted 

s and determined to put Fred from 

nd. I slept deeply that night for the 

e in a long time. 


afain 


aside 


t getting 


Squaring 


] STAYED late at designing school on 
Friday to finish an evening dress I had 
orking on. It looked nice, and it 
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gave me a feeling of achievement. At last, 
I was doing something well. I stepped out 
of the building into the downtown 5:00 
o’clock bustle. Someone touched my arm. 
A man’s voice said. “Hello, Marion. It’s 
been a long time.” Startled, I turned my 
head and there was Fred looking ex- 
tremely desirable in a sports shirt and 
sleeveless sweater. 

“Fred ...I1... this is a surprise,” I 
stammered, flushing. This was our first 
meeting since that night in spring when 
we broke up. An entire summer had gone 
by. 

“T’ve got to talk to you. Marion. I’ve got 
Dad’s car. It’s parked around the corner. 
Let’s go for a drive.” he said, with a shy 
grin. Joy spread through me with the 
speed of a flash-fire. And then I caught a 
glimpse of what I thought was longing in 
his eyes. 

“All right, Fred.” I said, thinking that 
at least for a little while, we would be 
close again before he was lost to me for- 
ever. 

In the car. Fred said. “Mother told me 
you called. You know. she’s always liked 
you, Marion.” 

“Oh.” I said, looking down at my hands, 
“I’m fond of her, too.” Being near Fred, I 
felt myself succumbing to the magnetism 
of his attraction for me. Maybe if I let 
him know that I was willing to do what he 
wanted ... maybe he would take me 
back and drop Greta. I knew it was wrong. 
I'd be forsaking everything I believed in, 
but it wasn’t fair for me to be losing Fred 
because of it. Greta had no scruples about 
such things. Why should I? This was my 
chance. In a few weeks, it would be too 
late. 

Turning to him, I said. “Fred, I’ve been 
doing a lot of thinking. If you still want 
me... on any basis, the answer is ‘yes.’ ” 
I couldn’t bear to look at him. I knew I 
was crawling. If he rejected me now, my 
pride would take an awful beating. Fred 
didn’t say anything for a while. We were 
in the picnic ground near the edge of town. 
Fred braked the car and cut the ignition. 
He stretched one arm across the back seat 
toward me. “Marion, darling, don’t say 
that. Don’t even think it.” There was a 
note of pain in his voice. He doesn’t want 
me, I thought. He prefers Greta. Tears of 
humiliation coursed down my cheeks. His 
earnest eyes, full of tenderness, were upon 
me. He said, “I’ve been an awful fool, 
Marion. These past months proved to me 
that I love you, darling. It’s not just the 
sex part... it’s you that I want.” His 
voice was soft, almost a whisper. 

Turning to him, I looked at the beloved 
face, still a deep tan from the summer’s 
swimming. There was an imploring qual- 
ity in his dark eyes. 

“Fred ... I don’t understand . . . you’re 
supposed to marry Greta in a few weeks.” 


“IT know. When we broke up, [ was in 
an emotional bind. Loving you like I did, 
I thought sex was the answer. I’ve found 
out since that sex and love are two dif- 
ferent things. Greta understood the fix | 
was in and grabbed with a quick hand, 
Maybe I should have talked to Dad about 
the problem, I don’t know. Anyway, here 
I am committed to Greta and I don’t even 
like her.” Fred lowered his tense face into 
his open hand. 

“I... I’m confused. You don’t love 
her and yet you’re going to marry her. 
Why don’t you break it off?” 

“T can’t.” he said. “She’s got her hooks 
into me. but good.” He passed his hand 
over his tortured face and shook his head. 
as if to regain sobriety. 

“How do you mean?” I asked. 

The face he turned to me was full of 
bitterness. “Greta’s pregnant. She says 
I’m the father. but I know for a fact that 
she’s been with most of the guys in the 
senior class.” The bitterness in his face 
was mixed with anxiety as he watched the 
effect his words were having on me. I was 
stunned. Greta pregnant! The little per- 
fectionist had at last done something 
wrong. I didn’t know whether to laugh or 
to cry. The knowledge that Fred was in- 
volved was a leaden ache inside me. 

“Marion, listen to me. Being with that 
—that——being with her taught me how 
much I really love you. She has no morals, 
You’ve always been good and regular. 
You're the kind of girl a guy wants to 
marry, not that—that tramp. I’ve dreamed 
about you. I tried to call you several times. 
I told Greta I couldn’t marry her, loving 
you. She acted like a wild woman. She 
threatened to expose me to you and to my 
folks if I dared go near you. When you 
called Mom. I knew that you still cared. 
That’s why I came.” Fred started to plead 
with me. He took me into his arms and 
drew me to him. I was numbed with shock 
and pain and lay against him quietly. 
“Marion. I have a plan. I could pick you 
up after school next Friday. Tell your 
folks you’re going to spend the week-end 
with a girl friend. We could drive over 
the state line and be married. That would 
take care of Greta and her threats.” I felt 
Fred’s lips pressing against my hair... 
against my cheek. Tenderness filled me. 

“I . . . I don’t know what to say, Fred. 
I’ve got to think about it,” I whispered. 

“No, honey. Don’t think. Promise me 
you'll do it. Promise me.” His insistent 
words beat down on my resistance. “Come 
on, Marion. Say that you will. I love you 
so much, I don’t want any future without 
you. We'll make out.” 

Raising my face to his, I nodded. “All 
right, Fred. I'll do it.” 


Alt the next week was a torment of in- 
decision. Could I quietly steal Fred 
from my cousin when she needed a hus- 
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band and father for her child so desper- 
ately? Would Mother ever forgive me? 
Would she ever understand? Was it wrong 
to take a thing you want in the name of 
love? I just didn’t know. I didn’t like the 
secrecy and the sneaking off to get mar- 
ried. It seemed furtive and dishonest. 

On Thursday evening, I packed care- 
fully taking my best clothing for the week- 
end. Mother never doubted my explana- 
tion that I would be staying with a girl 
friend. I couldn’t shake off the feeling of 
wrongdoing. It was an old friend. I had 
lived in its shadow through most of school. 
| had been free of it all summer long. It 
was good to have Mother close to me, ap- 
proving. 

On Friday afternoon, I met Fred at the 
entrance to the school. He looked pale 
and tense. “Where’s your bag, Marion?” 
Fred asked, frowning. 

“| ...I1 didn’t bring it, Fred. I’m 
sorry. I just can’t go through with it.” I 
told him, feeling miserable. 

“Look, Marion,” Fred said, his eyes two 
black pools of anger, “you promised. I’ve 
got everything all set.” He took me by the 
arm and guided me to a more secluded sec- 
tion of the street. 

“I can’t help it.” I shook my head. My 
eyes were swimming with unshed tears. It 
was hard to give up the man you love when 
you're so close to having him. 

“Listen. I know what’s bothering you. 
You think that’s my kid Greta is going to 
have. Well, it isn’t. I wasn’t going to tell 
you until after we were married, but I see 
I must. I couldn’t be the father. It’s im- 
possible. You see, when I had that football 
accident, the injury made me almost en- 
tirely impotent. That was why I wanted 
to... to love you that night. I knew it 
was safe, but I couldn’t tell you. It isn’t 
something that a guy brags about.” 

I stared at him in horror. He was im- 
potent. That meant we couldn’t have chil- 
dren. He was perfectly willing to marry 
me and rob me of children without giving 
me a choice. I stared at the youthful face 
and there I saw the immaturity, the self- 
ishness and the ruthlessness that I had al- 
most accepted for the rest of my life. 
Agony twisted inside me. I didn’t want to 
see the weaknesses. I wanted the image of 
the man I loved to come to life . . . the 
man who was handsome and strong and 
affectionate, not this weakling who was 
marrying me to get away from a worse sit- 
uation. I felt like a child who reaches for 
a shiny, red apple and finds when he bites 
into it, that it is full of worms. 

“Fred, no... no!” I said, drawing my 
arm away from him. 

“You see, it couldn’t have been me,” he 


insisted. There was uncertainty in his 
smile, 
“I don’t care if it is or isn’t. All I know 


is that I want you to go. I can’t see you 
again. It’s all over.” Astonishment came 
over Fred’s handsome, spoiled face. 


“Marion . . . have nuts? 
Marion, come back here,” 
me. “Marion!” I was hurrying away from 


him back into the school building to get my 


you gone 


emotions under control. I was crying. And | 


I had to pick up my bag. I wouldn’t be 


going away after all. I was going back to | 


loneliness, without hope of love. I was 
going back to bitter disappointment. I was 
amazed to find after a few days, however, 
that I could shake off my longing for Fred 
and face the future again. I was free of 
the sickness of Fred and the jealous vise 
in which I had been trapped for so long. 
I found that I could enjoy being with other 
men. My interest in dress designing 
helped a lot. 

Greta and Fred were married quietly at 
the minister’s home. Only the immediate 
family were present. 

“If you’d rather not go,” Mother said to 
me with sympathetic warmth, “they'll un- 
derstand.” 

“Tt’s all right. Mom. He doesn’t mean 
anything to me any more,” I said and 
smiled at her. All through the ceremony, 
Mother held me by the arm. We were 
close at last. Actually, I didn’t need her 
concern. I felt sorry for Fred and Greta. 
They both looked nervous and unhappy. 

On the way home, Mother whispered to 
me, “You know, dear, they had to get mar- 
ried. I’m thankful that you are what you 
are.” Coming from Mother, it was the 
highest kind of praise. 

Fred dropped out of college before 
Christmas and took a job as a salesman. 
My uncle built them a new ranch house, 
but things didn’t go well with them. Their 
life was not built on love, but on selfish- 
ness. Every few months, Greta was back 
with Aunt Constance while Fred went off 
on a drinking spree. He was still running 
away from responsibility. Eventually, they 
made up. Their baby girl doesn’t look like 
either of them. She’s a sweet little thing, 
though. I sometimes wonder if Greta her- 
self knows who the father is. 

As for me, after completing my course, 
I took a job as a designer. On one of my 
out-of-town trips, I met a sales engineer 
through business friends. Our love was 
sudden, like a summer storm. We’ve been 
married for four years and have two 
children. 

I’m thankful that I found the strength 
to resist Fred’s demands when I thought 
he was all the world to me. If I had not, 
he might have made a doormat of me and 
robbed me of a decent chance for life. I’m 
also glad that I found the strength to turn 
him down when he wanted to run away 
from his responsibilities. I’m sorry I gave 
in to outbursts of jealousy. It accom- 
plished nothing and made me feel deeply 
ashamed. I’ve also learned that the bright- 
est stars in school do not always become 
the successful people in life and in busi- 
ness, for it’s how to meet life’s problems 
that counts in the end. 


THE END 
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Spite Marriage 


(Continued from Page 21) 


He put a surprisingly gentle finger 
under my chin. “Who’s funny valentine are 


ou honey i 

“Nobody’s,” I said quietly. For me it 
was as if nobody else was in the room. Just 
Statts and me. 

One dark eyebrow shot up. “Nobody’s?” 
He fumbled for a cigarette and the blonde, 


her eyes like frosted slits, handed him a 
pack. He took it without even looking at 
her. “You know what’s wrong with most 
uys?” he said to me. “Most guys want a 
dame who’s—stacked. Most guys want a 
dame who looks like she knows what it’s 
ill about.” He lit his cigarette and grinned 
it me lopsidedly through the blue smoke. 
“Not me though. I wanted a dame who 
was a princess. A dame with class. A 
beautiful orchid.” He tilted his head. “You 
know about my girl? You know about 
Kate? You know she married some guy 
because her old man told her I wasn’t good 
enough for her?” 

“T know.” I said. “Statts—why don’t. you 
et some coffee?” 

The blonde stood up and glared at me. 
“Beat it,” she said to me. “I’ll give him 
coffee over at my place.” 

Statts closed his eyes and shook his 
head 

“Come on,” the blonde said. “I got eggs 
over to my apartment. I'll fix eggs and 
black coffee.” 

“Beat it,” he said, not looking at her. 
“And on your way out, tell the bartender 
to bring us two double somethings. Two 
doubles és 

The blonde cursed him, and he winced, 
still smiling. “Man,” he said, scooting his 
chair close to mine. “Remind me not to 
eat any of the cookies she wraps! Hey—I 
like you. I mean it—you look like Huck 
Finn. Anybody ever tell you that? You 
look just like Huck Finn!” 

My hand was still in his. I knew it 
didn’t matter what I said to him, because 
he wouldn’t remember anyway. “From a 
beautiful orchid to Huck Finn,” I said. 
“That’s a long jump.” 

His face grew serious. “Yeah,” he said 
quietly. Then he looked at me. “The beau- 
tiful orchid’s parents threw me outta their 
big fancy house today.” His moist hand 
tightened on mine. “Maybe you’re just 
what I need. A cookie-cutter. They told 
me to stay in my place. Okay—here I am, 
Huck Finn and all the other cookie- 
cutters.” He laughed, like it was a big 
joke. but my heart sort of froze. I knew 
what he was thinking. That I was cheap, 
cheap and dumb, just like the blonde. I 

inted to tell him that I wasn’t that way 
it all, that I didn’t drink and that the only 
other time I’d ever been in a tavern was 
when my sister had gotten married. But I 
didn’t. I sat there, and Statts held tight 
onto my hand and he kept drinking and 


wit 


co 


IO 


calling me Huck Finn and his funny valen- 
tine. 

Somebody pushed tables back and we 
started dancing. Statts and I danced, and 
just being close to him made me feel weak 
and dizzy. 

“That was our song,” he said, his mouth 
close to my ear. “Mine and Kate’s. How’s 
that for a big fat laugh? She used to sing 
it in my ear and I thought it was—” His 
voice broke off. He pushed me away from 
him and lurched back to the table. I 
watched him drink a whole glass of some- 
thing and then he lit a cigarette and patted 
Alma on the hip and she giggled. 

I went over and got my coat from the 
long coatrack, then I put a dime in the 
phone slot and called a cab. I'd just 
turned around when one of the men from 
the packing department grabbed my arm. 
I didn’t know his name, but I’d seen his 
wife come down for his paycheck on Sat- 
urday. He was fat and bald and he 
wheezed all the time. 

“Hey, kid.” he said, grabbing me by the 
waist. “Don’t go home, baby. I like you.” 
He pulled me out to the dance floor and 
we began dancing. I tried to be polite but 
I kept wishing my cab would come. Then 
suddenly the fat man began pawing at me, 
bending me backwards and I pushed at 
him—not hard. because I didn’t want a 
scene. 

“Hey!” It was Statts. and he stood there, 
his legs apart, his fists clenched, like there 
was anger all through him. “Leave her 
alone.” he said, his voice quiet. “She’s just 
a kid. Go pick yourself somebody else, 
bub.” 

“Don’t tell me what to do. kid. You 
ain’t the big basketball hero now. You’re 
just an out-of-work slob! Don’t tell me—” 

Even when Statts hit him, I knew it 
wasn’t for me. I knew that there was an 
open wound inside him that Kate had 
caused, and that he wanted to be drunk 
and loud and he wanted to fight and smash 
things. He knocked the fat man down and 
everybody stood up and all the girls 
started screaming. and then the fat man 
let Statts have it right in the face and 
Statts went sprawling and lay there, his 
head turned. blood streaming out of his 
nose. his hands up near his head like a 
sleeping child’s. 

I knelt down by him and _ suddenly, 
crazily, I was crying. The bartender came 
over and picked him up and dragged him 
to the door. “He’s all yours, girlie,” he told 
me. “I don’t want no drunken love-sick 
tough guys messin’ up my place. This was 
supposed to be a respectable birthday 
party!” 

UT on the street, Statts leaned heavily 

on me. I didn’t know what to do, so I 
walked towards the corner with him. 


Under the streetlight, he turned to me. 

“Hey.” he said. “My old pal Huck! My 
funny-faced little cookie-cutter.” He took 
me in his arms and leaned on me, so hard 
that I had to arch backwards to keep from 
falling. “I like you,” he said. Then he 
smiled, his face tired under the glare of 
the streetlight. “I fought for you, didn’t I? 
What say—what say we get married, 
cookie? You and me? That’d shake the 
beautiful orchid up, all right. Old Statts 
married to a little cookie-cutter from the 
wrong side of town! Why don’t we get 
married?” 

“You’re drunk,” I said coldly. “And if 
you don’t stop talking that way to me, I'll 
go on home.” 

He walked, or rather stumbled, good. 
naturedly beside me. “Okay, kid. Let’s go 
have coffee.” 

We went to a diner. But it didn’t help 
much. He talked about Kate, about the 
way she danced—like a piece of ripe 
wheat in the summer wind, he said. And 
about the way she smelled—like a valley 
of flowers after a spring rain. Then, he 
stopped a cab and I went to his hotel with 
him. 

I wasn’t sure just why. I guess I was 
afraid he’d get into another fight. Or 
maybe get arrested. Anyway, I tried to 
stop worrying about what my folks would 
say when I got in so late. In the cab, Statts 
put his arm around me and touched my 
face with fumbling, warm fingers. 

“You’re nice,” he said softly. “Nice. 
Sweet and just what I need. A real girl.” 
He grinned at me. “A regular Huck Finn 
type of girl. A real pal.” He put his arm 
around me and leaned towards the cab- 
driver. “Hey fella—ten bucks if you can 
get me a bottle of liquor.” 

“Statts,” I said, “please—I just want 
you to go to bed. Then I—” 

“Sure, baby,” he said thickly. “We'll get 
to that later.” He pulled out a wad of bills 
and tossed one at the driver. “Get me a 
pint,” he said. “No—two pints. One for 
me and one for Huck Finn here.” 

The cab driver, for another five dollars, 
helped me get him up the back stairs of 
the hotel. We found his key, and I opened 
the door and thanked the driver. He hand- 
ed me a sack containing the whiskey, and 
then he leered at me. I sort of shoved 
Statts in, then I closed the door. 

He was over by the window, and sur 
prisingly. he seemed to be standing up 
straight. “You can see the lights from her 
house here.” he said. “Only she doesn't 
live there anymore. I dunno where she 
lives. They told me to get out and not to 
bother her.” He lifted his shoulders and 
started slapping at his pockets for cig 
rettes. “I won’t bother her.” He looked at 
me. “Come here, Huck. Come here and 
make me forget!” 

“No,” I said. “You get in bed and I'l 
cover you up. I have to go—” 

But he’d walked over to me and then his 
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arms were around me. Drunk or sober, 
his mind on another girl, Statts Newell 
kissed me like I’d never been kissed be- 
fore. His lips were warm and sure and 
his arms were tight and strong and his 
young body yearned towards mine. In that 
instant. I forgot that he thought I was a 
cheap. dumb little girl he’d picked up in a 
bar. I forgot that he was still in love with 
Kate Leighton. I just knew that his kiss 
was sweet and deep and that [ felt right 
and safe in his arms. 

He wanted to dance—he wanted to order 
more whiskey—he wanted to send out for 
pizza, he wanted to make love to me. But 
suddenly, like a little kid. he’d gone to 
deep sprawled across the ugly, old-fash- 
ined bed. I took his shoes off and loos- 
ened his tie. Then I covered him up and 
picked up my purse and coat. I had the 
door open when I suddenly felt my heart 
come up to my mouth. I walked back 
quietly to the bed and put my hand on his 
young. sleeping face. 

“You don’t know 
‘But I love you.” 


me,” I said softly. 


_—"* see him for three days after 
that. I knew he wouldn’t remember me. 
wouldn’t remember anything of what had 
happened. Alma prattled on at work. 
wanting to know what had happened. I 
told her that I’d left Statts in front of the 
Wayside, and that seemed to satisfy her. 

But on Saturday, as I crossed Main with 
my arms full of groceries for Mom, I heard 
i sudden shout. Somebody leaned on a 
horn and I looked up, so startled that I al- 
most dropped my grocery bag. 

It was Statts. He was driving a big red 
ar and he slowed down and leaned out 
the window. “Hey.” he said. as I walked 
towards him. His eyes squinted uncer- 
tainly. “Aren’t you—aren’t you—” 

“Huck Finn?” T smiled. He was sober 
—partly so, anyway. He had on a clean 
shirt. but he needed a shave. 

He held open the car door for me. 
“Climb in. cookie. I’m about to sell this 
heap. It’s the last of my hey-day.” He 
grinned at me and pulled into traffic. 
“We'll drink this up and then I'll probably 
lave to get a job.” 

“You can take me home.” I said. “I live 
—"and my throat tightened. “on the other 
ide of the tracks. On Walnut.” 

“What about our party?” 

“You’ve partied enough. 
live on the corner.” 

When he pulled up in front of my folks 
house, I was suddenly conscious of what 
itmust look like. Tiny and shabby, with 
the front gate sagging. I knew what he 
must think I was. A dumb little factory 
worker. A far cry from Kate Leighton. 

“Look.” he said, almost shyly. “I—I 
on’t know if I—if we—I mean—” What 
he meant was, he didn’t know if he’d made 
loveto me! I felt my face flame. I wanted 
'o tell him that I was decent, but what dif- 
erence did that make? He was in 
with Kate. now and always. 


Turn here—I 


love 


“You were drunk,” I said. 
His eyes clouded, and he still didn’t 
seem to know. “Yeah. Well—how about 


meeting me someplace tonight? I mean— 
I won’t have this car then. I'll be over at 
the Wayside later. Can you drop by?” 
Shame washed over me. That was no 
way for him to ask me for a date! But— 
something instinctive told me that he 
didn’t want a girl who demanded the usual 
And if I knew that I'd done noth- 
wasn’t that all that mattered? 
I said, getting out of his car. 


niceness. 
ing wrong 

“T'll see.” 
“Maybe.” 

But I knew I'd go there. I kept telling 
myself that if Statts could just understand 
that I was as good a girl as Kate had been, 
and that I didn’t care if he was out of 
work, and that he hadn’t turned out to be 
the Big in town had 
though he’d be a year -maybe then 
he’d like me for myself. 

(At supper. my Mom talked about how 
it was her church night. and she asked me 
to go with her. I felt so ashamed to think 
that I'd planned to walk to a tavern by my- 
self, to meet a boy who thought I was cheap 
and easy. that I just couldn’t go. even 
though I wanted to see Statts more than 
I’d wanted anything in my whole life. 

After my folks had gone. I took a bath 
and put on my robe. Then. I turned the 
radio on. and I tried not to think of Statts. 
Was he waiting for me? Or had he started 
drinking and forgotten all about me? 

\t ten. somebody pounded on the door. 
I though maybe it was my folks, and that 
Daddy had forgotten his key or something. | 
Then. I him—leaning against the 
door, a cigarette in his mouth. 

“You stood me up.” he said when [ un- 
latched the “T ordered a steak for 
you and you stood me up.” He caught my 
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door. 


hand and his voice was serious. 


that. Huck. I need you. I thought about 
you—when I sat there by myself. I thought 
about your hair and how soft your eyes 
are.” He shook his head. “I need you. 


Huck. Don’t run out on me.” 

My heart twisted. “I—TI’ll get my coat.” 
[ said quietly. “I didn’t run out on you. I 
just—I guess I just wanted find 
me.” 

And foolishly. I thought he had. I 
thought he’d come here because he cared 
something about me. Because he needed 
We walked to the Wayside and Statts 
and we danced 
to the juke. very slowly and closely. I put 
my head against his shoulder, and I felt 
his heart pounding against my breast. 


you 


me. 
ordered steaks and coffee 


They played the song he said had been 
his and Kate’s, and when it was finished, I 
waited for him to start drinking. But he 
didn’t. He lit a cigarette and reached for 
my hand across the dim table. 
he said softly, “but I 
want to marry you.” I didn’t answer him. 
I didn’t say anything. I didn’t ask him if 
it was because he wanted to spite Kate, or 
because he was 


“This is crazy,” 


because he was lonely, or 
mixed-up or because, when your heart is 
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broken, you need somebody to pick up the 
pieces and help you put them back again. 

I guess I was afraid to ask. 

“You're what I need,” he told me, his 
body close to mine as we swayed to the 

eet, soft music. “You're like hot coffee 
fter a big. long hangover. I need you to 
walk straight again.” He kissed my throat. 
Don’t walk out on me, Huck. Don’t leave 
me 

Don’t leave me. Nobody had ever said 
to me before. And here was Statts 
Newell—tall and incredibly handsome— 
brilliant and disillusioned—a handsome 
young god who’d suddenly split my drab 
little world into bits—he was asking me to 
marry He was telling me that he 
needed me. Me—Janie Cramer, skinny, 
funny-faced. a nothing who’d only dreamed 
of this kind of boy. A spindly-legged girl 
who should be out with one of the factory 
hoping he’d propose, hoping for a 
shabby little house like my folks and a 
steady paycheck and a new hat once a 


that 


him. 


boys 


But underneath, under the funny face 
ind the bony body that the world thought 
was me. I was something quite different. 
It was as if all my life I’d saved the real 
the beautiful, passionate, warm and 
loving me—for somebody like Statts. 

And now, on that tiny dance floor in 
that cheap little tavern, I put my face 
igainst his chest and my whole being 
seemed to take wings. 

I love you,” I said. I closed my eyes 
ind he kissed me and then we were walk- 
ing out of there and he hired a cab and 
in that kind of crazy, sweet daze I saw 
him hand the cab driver a lot of money 
and I heard him tell him to drive us the 
fifty or so miles to Kentucky, where we 
could get married right away. 


me 


| [ E paid the sleepy preacher fifty dollars 

and then we rode back in the cab, 
through the pink and grey dawn. I didn’t 
think. I just let my hand rest in Statts’s, 
and when we were back in town, I sat up 
ind looked at him. 

Here’s the hotel.” he said. His voice 
sounded sober and tired. He handed the 
cab driver some money. “Will that do it, 
fella? I’m—I’m about busted.” 

We walked into the hotel together. I 
began to feel a little afraid, not because 
Statts was out of money, but because of my 
folks. And maybe because he seemed al- 
most—remote. 

When we got to his room, I took my coat 
off and turned to him shyly. “I guess I’d 
better call my folks,” I said. 

He sprawled across the bed and lit a 
cigarette. “Yeah. Tell them you got it 
Tell them you got the big basket- 
ball star of the year. Last year, that is.” 

[ felt something cold form around my 
| walked slowly over to the bed and 
stood near him and he looked up at me 
with bleak, dark eyes. 

“You're going to be all the things every- 
60 


made 


heart 


body though you'd be,” I told him. “You're 
going to go to college, if that’s what you 
want. I can work—TI can keep on working 
and you can—” 

He pulled me down to him, and his hand 
stroked my hair back from my flushed 
face. “Sure.” he said. “we'll be fine, Huck. 
You and me. I’m right where I’ve always 
belonged. No need to worry about bein’ 
anything but just what IT should have been 
in the first place. A big nothing. You’re 
just what I need—a little buddy who likes 
me for what I am. A big. sloppy nothing 
with a future full of parties and—” His 
hand stopped and untangled itself from 
my hair. “I wonder what she'll say,” he 
said quietly, “up there in her big house— 
with her lousy, button-down collar hus- 
band—I wonder what she’ll say. Maybe 
she’ll break up laughing. Old Statts and 
his destiny—a skinny little factory work- 
er.” He reached for a cigarette, and his 
hand trembled. 

“Statts.” I said, and I wanted to tell him 
that he could be everything he was meant 
to be—that I wouldn’t hold him back. That 
I’d be proud to help him. 

He looked down at me. and he squinted 
a little in the smoke. “You know some- 
thing, cookie?” he said softly. “I don’t 
even remember your name. What the hell 
—it doesn’t matter. I'll call down for a 
bottle and we'll celebrate.” 

My mouth felt dry as ashes. “Why don’t 
you call her?” I said. “Call her and get it 
over with.” Then I thought, then when you 
reach bottom, maybe we can start over, 
He’d said he needed That 
enough. That was enough for me to hang 
onto. I’d be anything he wanted me to be. 
Somehow, because I loved him so, I’d make 
him forget her! 

“T won’t call her.” he said, and he turned 
to me, his eyes kind. He smiled at me 
slowly. “You—you’re very nice, Huck. 
Very nice to be with. Very nice to be mar- 
ried to.”” He leaned down and kissed me 
softly on the mouth, and I clung to him. 
Love me, I thought desperately. Oh God 
—teach me to do the things that will make 
him love me as I love him! 

I woke up first in the morning. I sat up 
and looked at Statts, at his closed eyes, 
his young face, relaxed and sweet in sleep. 
Then, I picked up the phone and ordered 
breakfast. 

He didn’t wake up until the bellboy 
brought our food up. He sat up, shaking 
his head as if to clear it, and he stared at 
me as if he didn’t know me. 

“Hey,” he said slowly, “hey, honey—did 
—did we—” 

“Yes,” I said, my heart hammering for 
fear he’d be sorry. “We got married.” 

He seemed to think about it a second, 
then he shrugged. “I think I’m broke,” he 
said. “You got any dough?” 

“I’ve got my last pay. And I supposed 
to go to work today.” 

He sipped his coffee and lit a cigarette. 
“You go to work. Huck. I got to think. 


me, was 


Looks like the town hero will have to get 
a job.” 

When I left him, he was still sitting in 
bed. drinking coffee. I went to my folks 
and as gently as I could. I told them I was 
married. They seemed to be numb with 
shock. Mom kept saying that I didn’t even 
know the boy, and Daddy kept yelling 
that I’d met him at that party ‘at the tav- 
ern. 

“T never should have let you go there,” 
he roared. 

“T love him, Daddy.” I said, but I 
couldn’t look him in the eyes. “And it'll 
work out—you’ll see.” 

“He’s a drunk,” Mom said angrily. “And 
you picked him up in a bar! What kind of 
a beginning is that for a marriage?” 

I knew it wouldn’t do any good for me 
to tell her that I loved Statts, and that I 
haa faith in our marriage. Okay, so he was 
carrying a torch for Kate—that didn’t 
mean he wouldn’t forget her in time. He 
needed me—he’d told me that, and that 
was enough for us to build our future on. 
Besides, Statts wasn’t like most boys. He 
was smart—more sensitive and more per- 
ceptive. That’s why losing Kate had hurt 
him so. But with my help, he’d go on to 
college and he’d become a veterinarian, 
just as he’d planned to do when he was 
still a big wheel in high school. 


HINGS didn’t work out the way I’d 

hoped they would that first week. Now 
that we were married, I wanted us to move 
from the hotel and get a cheap little apart- 
ment. I tried to talk to Statts about it, 
when I got back from work that first day 
after our wedding, but he just grinned 
and kissed my nose. He’d been drinking, 
I could tell, and he was still in his pa- 
jamas. 

“Sure.” he said, “we'll move. I pawned 
my watch this morning and got fifty bucks 
though, so we don’t have to worry about 
moving for another week or so. Besides, 
we're having a big party up here tonight. 
A wedding party.” He poured himself an- 
other drink. “I mean a post-wedding party. 
I invited all my friends.” 

“Statts,” I said, as gently as I could, 
“T thought maybe if we found a cheaper 
place, and you got a job, then you could 
start night classes at the University Ex- 
tension.” 

He put his glass down and stared at me. 
He looked rumpled and tired and there 
were lines of bitterness around his mouth. 
“Listen, cookie-cutter,” he said carefully. 
“T married you because I figured you were 
just like me—a wild, no-good party boy. 
A guy who lives from one day to the next. 
One big round of parties and a lot of 
laughs.” He came closer to me, his blue 
eyes narrowed. “What’s this big domestic 
bit? What’s the idea of telling me to do 
this, do that—get a job, go back to 
school?” He shook his head slowly, his 
mouth grim. “You don’t get the picture, 
honey. I married you because I thought 
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you were cute —and because I’m the kind 
of guy who likes to have a woman around. 
[didn’t ask you any questions. I didn’t ask 
how many other guys you’d had, or how 
much you’d been around. Because I don’t 
care.” 

I felt a thick hot sob form in my throat. 
“You—you don’t understand,” I said. “I’m 
not what you think. I’m not—I haven't 
heen bad—” 

He grinned and shrugged. “Don’t give 
me that. If I’d wanted a sweet little PTA 
type I’d have gone up near where Kate 
Leighton lives.” He glared at me. “Hell—I 
picked you up in a bar, didn’t 1? And I 
made you the first night, didn’t I—when I 
was so drunk I can’t even remember! 
Maybe I shouldn’t have married you. 
Maybe I just should have had you move in 
with me. I figure you’ve got yourself a 
deal. You moved out of that crummy 
house of your parents into a nice hotel 
room. If you want to quit your job, okay. 
[ll find something. I can always make 
money. All I ask is that you stay nice and 
cute and understanding and hold your 
liquor and keep me from getting tossed 
into jail if I drink too much.” 

I turned away from him, too sick and 
shocked to speak. This kind of talk—as if 
[ were just a cheap, dumb little factory 
worker that hung out in taverns and went 
to bed with any man who asked her— 

And yet, when our hotel room was filled 
with people—drinking and laughing and 
dancing and flirting—loud-voiced men and 
cheap-looking women, I asked myself why 
Statts wouldn’t think that of me. After all 
—from his viewpoint it probably looked 
that way. I’d show him that I wasn’t what 
he thought. I’d prove to him that I was a 
good girl and that I loved him and that I 
hadn’t just married him because he could, 
as he said, always get his hands on money. 

It was true—Statts didn’t seem to have 
any trouble at all finding a job. After 
three or four more parties, we were clear 
out of money until my next payday. He 
finally agreed that we’d have to move out 
of the hotel into a cheaper place. I spent 
my day off looking, while Statts looked for 
a job. 

All that day, I told myself that we were 
getting on the right track. When he had a 
job to go to, when we had a place of our 
own, things would change. Statts would 
settle down and maybe he’d even start his 
night classes at the Extension Center. 

The apartment I found wasn’t much, 
but I was scared to pick a place that was 
too expensive, until we knew how much 
Statts would be making. That same night, 
we met in the hotel lobby and went to the 
Wayside for supper. I’d wanted to cook 
supper for us at the apartment, but Statts 
didn’t even seem interested in seeing it. 

He ordered steaks for us and a bottle 
of Scotch. Then he smiled at me, his nerv- 
ous fingers drumming on the table top. “I 
got situated,” he said. “No more money 
Worries, Five nights a week, three hours a 


night. Seventy-five bucks a week. Not 
much, but it’ll do us for a few more laughs 
until I can figure out something else. I 
may not want to stay around here.” His 
face clouded, then he quickly smiled and 
poured a drink. “After all—I came back 
here to marry Kate. But I married you. 
And you don’t care if we stay here, do 
you? I imagine you’re fed up with your 
job and from the looks of that dump where 
your folks live, I'd say you’ve had a pretty 
raw deal.” 

I opened my mouth to tell him that it 
wasn’t that way at all. That he just had a 
crazy picture of me in his mind and none 

Actually, I liked my job 
It wasn’t hard, and the girls 
And even if my 
were decent, 
had love in 


of it was true. 
at the factory. 
I worked with were nice. 
folks were dirt they 
church-going, and we’d always 
our home. 

I’d just started to explain to him when 
a bunch of people he knew came in, and 
Statts yelled to them and they all pulled 
up chairs and began to free-load. I heard 
Statts telling the men to come out to the 
old Dawson farm on Newberry Road, and 
I wondered about that. 


poor, 


’D MEANT to go to church, but some- 

thing went wrong with the water pipe 
in the kitchen and I had to get Statts out 
of bed to fix it. He was hung-over and 
grumpy and after he’d fixed it, he asked 
me why I couldn’t have waited until later 
to drag him out of bed. 


“Well,” I said nervously. “I—I was 
going to church.” 
His eyes widened. “Church! That’s a 


you don’t have to 
ways for me. Drop the big 
You’re beginning to get on 


hot one! Look, sugar. 
change your 
act, will you? 
my nerves.” 
The bars were closed that day, thank 
God, so Statts stayed hime. I fixed a nice 
dinner then he sat restlessly in a 
smoking and staring out the win- 
dow. He didn’t say so, but I knew he was 
looking across town at the lights from the 
big Leighton house, where Kate’s parents 


for us, 
chair, 


lived. 

Finally, I got up enough nerve to ask 
him about his job. “I—I just thought I’d 
better know what time to fix supper to- 
morrow,” I said. “I mean—I thought if I 
knew what time you got off, I could have 
a hot meal ready.” 

It was almost as if he didn’t hear me. 
He didn’t even turn his face from the win- 


dow. “We'll eat at the Wayside,” he said 
patiently. “I work nights—late. I proba- 
bly won’t get home until three in the 
morning.” 


“Three in the morning! But Statts— 
what kind of a job—” 

“I’m running the poker game out at that 
old farm house,” he said impatiently. 
“Now be smart and keep your mouth shut. 
If they close it up, I’m out of a soft deal.” 

I felt my hands begin to sweat. “But 
Statts—gambling is illegal in this state! 
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You mivht get into ser‘ous trouble!” 

He stood up and lit a cigarette. “Will 
Don’t te'l me you don’t know 
ibout pay-offs! Now ston beefing. Let’s 
take a walk or something—anything to get 

t of this rat-trap!” 

[It didn’t look like a rat-trap to me. I 
thought I had the place fixed up real cute, 
but I didn’t say anything. We walked 
1cross town, not talking, and pretty soon 

came to a nice residential district. 
When we got to a light-colored stone house 
vith a pink convertible parked out in 
front, Statts stopped. 

He looked for a long time at the car and 
[ stood there, shaking from the chill air. 
Finally. he walked towards me and took 
my hand. “Come on. Huck Finn,” he said. 
“You're my girl now. Let’s see if we can 
find anybody and get a party going.” 

During that next week, I tried to talk 
to Statts about the crazy merry-go-round 
we were on, but when I did, he’d just tell 

ie to stop acting. When he got mad. he'd 
| me that I'd just married him to get 
respec tability. 

\fter awhile, it began to tell on me. I 
was dead on my feet. I’d work all day, 
at four or so in the morning, Statts 
would come home with a bunch of men— 
business men. some of them, some of them 
farmers or factory workers—and_ they'd 
drink and sometimes they’d play more 
cards. His boss, a big man with expensive- 
looking clothes, spent a lot of time at our 


] 
piace 


vou ston? 


te 


then 


[ didn’t see how we could go on. Statts 
seemed satisfied enough, although when we 
were alone, he was nervous and jumpy and 
sometimes I felt that he didn’t even know 1] 
I knew I should quit my job and 
try to get some rest, but my job seemed 
like my only link with decency. Getting up 
in the morning, walking through the cool, 
early streets to the factory, wrapping boxes 


existed 


in the warm, familiar-sweet smell that was 
ilways in the place from the baking—that 
eemed right and sane to me. 

Our apartment had become a place I 
dreaded to go to. Not just because of 
I still loved him in spite of every- 


thing—but it was always full of men, 


lrunk. throwing money around, slapping 
Statts on the back. talking about deals, 


sometimes they'd bring girls with 

[he girls treated me as if I were 

jual. I don’t think any of them be- 
ieved that Statts and I were married. They 
were young mostly. dressed cheap and 
exy. and they sat on the men’s laps and 


When I complained about all this, Statts 
uld only shrug and look at me like he 
despised me. “I’ve told you not to start the 
holy act again,” he’d tell me. “I told you 
to try to switch to a middle-class little 
just because I was dumb enough to 
marry you instead of just shacking up 
you.” 
[ wanted to talk to somebody about it— 
but | was.ashamed to go to my parents. 
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HEN when we'd been married three 

months. [I got siek et work one day. I 
told mvself. no wonder—I'd been missing 
so much sleen and I was so upset all the 
time that I didn’t even feel human. 

But the next morning. before I left for 
work, I was sick again. Statts heard me 
retching in the bathroom, and he crawled 
out of bed. his face still creased with sleep, 
his eyes tired and blood-shot. He poured 
himself a drink and the smell of it made 
me vomit again. 

“You'd better quit that dammed job.” 
he said crossly. “I’ve told you—I got a 
raise and we don’t need the dough you’re 
making.” 

I straightened up and looked at him. my 
whole body trembling. “If T do quit,” I 
said unsteadily, “then I'll leave you. I 
can’t—can’t go on like this, Statts—I just 
can’t!” I burst into sobs. In an instant, 
he had his arms around me, supporting 
me. and I clung to him, loving him so 
much, wanting it to be like this all the 
time. the two of us clinging together, being 
kind to each other. 

“Relax. Huck,” he said softly. “If you 
wanted to turn over a new leaf, sweetheart. 
you picked the wrong guy. I’ve told you 
that. Now you quit that job—I’m making 
plenty of money. Besides—you don’t look 
so good. What happened to my cute little 
drinkin’ buddy?” 

[ pulled away from him. The sweetness 
of that brief second was shattered. “If 
you'd looked a little harder.” I said coldly, 
“you'd have seen that I don’t drink. I never 
did.” 

He grinned at me. “Now honey—that 
first night—at the Wayside—” 

“I drank ginger ale.” I said clearly. “I 
even spilled it on your coat, but you were 
too drunk to notice! And we didn’t—we 
didn’t make love in the hotel that first 
night. like you thought. I put you to bed 
—that’s all.” 

He shrugged. “The more you try to sell 
me a bill of goods about what a little saint 
you are, the more I wonder what you're 
trying to hide.” 

That next week. I did quit my job. I'd 
always told myself that the day I quit. 
I'd leave Statts. I’d divorce him and leave 
town and try to forget him. 

But I couldn’t leave him now. 
I was going to have his baby. 

I tried to tell him—I don’t know how 
many. many times. But he was always 
busy—now they were running one game a 
week in the daytime, out at that farm, and 
there were always people in our place. 
drinking, making deals. dropping in from 
Chicago or St. Louis. I knew I had to 
think, plan what I’d do. I couldn't let our 
child live in this kind of atmosphere. And 
what kind of like could I give 


Because 


yet—alone- 
him? 

The only thing that was still sweet and 
wonderful with Statts and me was our love- 
making. Nights, after he’d get home from 
the farmhouse. he’d reach for me, and like 


always, drunk oc sober. in love with me 
or out, Statts only needed to touch me and 
Id ery out for gladness and love for him. 

Then. one afternoon when Statts was 
“working.” T went downtown to buy some 
things he’d told me to get. I’d been get- 
ting more rest. and I felt stronger. I'd 
gone over and over in my mind the right 
way to tell him. T still believed that under- 
neath, he was good and decent. He’d 
brought home two puppies from the farm, 
tiny and sick and unwanted by their 
mother. It was a marvel the way Statts 
cared for them, told me what medicine to 
get for them. how to feed them with an 
eye-droppver. Watching him, his head bent 
over the little basket where we kept them, 
I knew that he could be a wonderful vet- 
erinarian, if he’d only study and straighten 
up. Even with the baby. he could still go 
to school. My Mom would gladly keep the 
while IT worked and Statts 
Mom would have done 
anything to help us. 

I was crossing Main on my way to the 
grocery when I saw the pink car. I guess 
all along I'd known that it was Kate Leigh- 
ton’s car—that it had been her house 
Statts and I had walked to that one eve- 
ning. Now. T steod out in front of the 
grocery watching to see if Kate would 
come out. I felt shaky, and my heart was 
pounding. IT didn’t know what I'd say to 
her. I didn’t even know if I should speak 
to her. 

And yet, when I saw her come out of 
the store. a big sack full of groceries in 
her arms. I called out to her before T could 
stop myself. She turned, tall and beauti- 
ful, shading her eyes from the sun with 
one hand. Then. as I walked towards her, 
she must have recognized me. She put her 
groceries down on the car seat and stood 
there. her face lovely and composed. and 


baby for us, 
went to school. 


cold as glass. 

“Hello. Janie.” she said quietly. “I 
haven't seen you since school.” 

I wet my dry lips. “Kate.” T said, “please 

[ guess you know that—that Statts and 
I are married.” 

She slid onto the pink leather seat of 
her car. “I heard.” she said. Then her eyes 
looked into mine. T realized in that instant 
that she was everything [ wasn’t—tall and 
beautiful and expensive looking—a_ real 
lady. But then, T wasn’t what Statts be- 
lieved me to be. either. I wasn’t a cheap. 
easy little bar-fly who'd only married him 
to gain respectability. T was Statt’s wife. 
and [ was carrying his child. 

Thinking about the baby gave me cour- 
age. “May I sit in your car, Kate? I want 
to talk to you about Statts.” 

She started to say no, I’m 
something in my face must have stopped 
her. She moved over, and I got in beside 


sure, but 


her. 

“[ don’t know that I have anything to 
say about Statts,” she said cooly. “Or that 
I have anything to say about you. I—I’ve 
heard that he’s turned into some kind of a 
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gambler. And I’ve heard that you both 
drink. Statts didn’t used to be like that.” 
Her beautiful eyes hardened. “You did 
that to him. You dragged him down.” 

I swallowed. “You don’t know anything 
about me,” I said thickly. “And what you 
think of me doesn’t matter to me. It’s 
Statts who needs help.” 

Her eyes narrowed. “I’m not interested 
in him anymore, or in what you’ve done 
to him. I just don’t want Statts bothering 
my folks anymore, that’s all. They had 
yuests the night he went there to ask where 
[live. He was drunk—and disgusting!” 

| felt anger go through me. “If he’s 
those things, he’s that way because of you! 
He’s sick over what you did to him!” My 
wice broke. “I thought I could make him 
bappy—” 

“You make him happy!” 

“Statts loves you,” I cried. “He’s gone 
through hell because of you! It’s your 
fult—yours! Please—talk to him—try to 
help him. Oh, God—please!” 

She thrust my hands away. “You cheap 
litle tramp! Everybody in town knows he 
picked you up in a crummy bar! When I 
yas his girl he’d never have—” 

Suddenly, she stopped talking. We 
sared at each other. I think we both re- 
alized then how foolish we were behaving. 
[shook my head. “I’m sorry,” I said soft- 
ly. “I’m sorry I bothered you, Kate. I 
guess it was crazy of me to think you 
wuld help him.” Her face softened a little. 
‘The truth is,” I said, and the words came 
out clear and strong because I must have 
known in my heart for a long time that 
this was so. “the truth is that nobody can 
help Statts but himself. If he hadn’t 
yanted to be what he is, no woman on 
earth could have dragged him down like 
this Not you, Kate. And in spite of what 
vou think of me, I couldn’t have done it 
tither.” 

Somehow, after talking to Kate, I felt 
letter. Statts had left his car parked in 
font of our apartment, and he’d gone 
downtown with some of the men he palled 
ound with. On an impulse, I got into 
his car and drove slowly around town, 
loking for him, hoping I’d see him in 
font of the Wayside or some other bar. I 
thought that if I could just talk to him, 
tll him that we were going to have a baby, 
tll him that he was wrong to pretend to 
himself that he would have been somebody 
important and decent if it hadn’t been for 
Kate—then maybe he’d come to his senses. 
Ifhe didn’t, I knew I’d have to leave him. 


BY eleven o’clock, when I still hadn’t 
found him, I decided to drive out to 
the farmhouse on Newberry Road, where 
the gambling house was. I hadn’t been 
out there since I was a child. My Daddy 
sed to hunt out near there, years ago. 
Now, as I drove slowly down the twisting, 
dak road that led to the farm, my heart 
pounded slowly. 
The place looked dark, but there were 





lots of cars—most of them big and expen- 
sive looking—parked out in front in the 
long, narrow driveway. 

With shaking fingers I shut off the igni- 
tion, got out, and then I rapped hard on 
the door. For a long moment nothing hap- 
pened, then I knocked again. 

A man opened the door and stood there, 
in the dim light. It was Statts’ boss, and 
his face looked angry when he recognized 
me. 

“If you and your boy had a fight,” he 
said harshly, “it can wait till he gets home. 
We got a big game goin’ here—a lot of 
dough at stake.” 

“Please,” I said, “I—I have to see 
Statts.” And I said the first thing that 
came to my mind, “I—TI’m sick. I need 
help.” 

For just a second, he hesitated. “You 
can sit down in one of the rooms,” he said. 
“T’ll call him when this hand’s over.” 

The room he took me to must have been 
a dining room at some time. Now it was 
bare and cold, except for a thin bit of heat 
that came from an old-fashioned gas heat- 
er. 

In about ten minutes, Statts came into 
the room. His face looked scared. “What’s 
wrong with you?” he said, kneeling by me. 
My heart soared. He really did care some- 
thing about me! “The boss said you’re 
sick,” he said, his eyes searching my face. 
“Cripes, Huck—you can’t be sick! You’re 
supposed to take care of me!” 

“T’m all right,” I said, tears in my eyes. 
“Oh, Statts—I’ve got so much to tell you! 
I—I talked to Kate Leighton today and 
she thought you’d—changed—because of 
me. At first, I told her it was her fault 
that you didn’t go to college, and then—” 

His face darkened and he stood up very 
slowly and stared down at me. “What did 
you say? What did you say you did?” 

“Why I—I saw Kate, and I sat in her 
car and talked to her about you. I wanted 
her to try to help you—” 

He closed his eyes. “You did the one 
thing I swore would never happen. You 
went to Kate and begged her. Begged her 
to take pity on me.” His hands dug into 
my shoulders. “You dumb little two-bit 
factory dog! I must have been nuts to tie 
up with you!” 

I stared at him, horror going through 
me. I’d thought I had the answer. I’d 
thought all I’d have to do was explain to 
Statts—tell him what Kate and I both 
knew—that nobody on God’s green earth 
could help him but himself. 

Somehow, I managed to get out of there. 
I didn’t even take his car. I stumbled down 
the road until I came to a filling station. 
When I went in, the attendant looked at 
me suspiciously. There’d be a bus along 
before too long. he told me, but it didn’t 
usually stop here. 

I thanked him and stood outside. I knew 
what I must look like—my face pale, my 
hair wind-tossed, my coat hanging open. 


There’d been some hold-ups around, and | 
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| suppose the attendant was nervous about 
that. Anyway, he didn’t ask me to stand 
inside where it was warmer. And it really 
didn’t matter. Statts hated me. I’d shamed 
him, humiliated him. And now we were 
through for good. I hadn’t even told him 
bout the baby. 
When the big bus whizzed by, without 
ven slowing down, I stared at is like a 
lumb animal. Then, I began walking slow- 
ly back towards the farmhouse where 
Statts worked. I tried to think, but I felt 
tired. so dizzy that I could only drag 
me foot in front of the other. I'd pack my 
things, take the puppies, and go home to 
folks. Then, I'd have my baby and I’d 
find a job. Maybe I could go back to the 
ctory, to my old job. But now—I needed 
Statts to drive me back to the apartment. 
The farmhouse seemed even darker than 
{ll the cars but Statts’ were gone, 
ind when I got to the front door and 
knocked, nobody answered. Still, his car 
is there. He must still be there. I opened 
the door and walked into the stale-smelling 
hallway. Then I went to the room where 
the men’s voices had come from before. 
There was only one light burning over 
the big round poker table. There was a 
bottle of whiskey open near the deck of 
cards, and the place smelled of thick cigar 
ke, 
Statts? Statts!” I called his name, my 
ce rising with fear. Then. I went back 
to the hall. The windows all over the 
ise seemed to have black blinds. to shut 
t the light from the outside. The place 
med desolate and somehow evil. 
| was standing by the closed door to the 
om where I'd waited for Statts—the old 
lining room—when I smelled it. At first I 
isn't sure because the hall was cold, but 
I leaned down, and all of a sudden. 
eyes burned from it. 
Gas! And it was coming from the din- 
room! I pushed open the door. It was 


petore, 


ch dark in there and for a few seconds. 
tumbled my frantic hands 
hing the walls. trying to find the light 
h. When I did. I whirled around, 

ired to look. 

Statts was on the bed, his head down, 
legs sprawled out. There was an empty 
tle of whisky beside him. The smell of 
was so strong in there that it made 
eel weak and dizzy. 
creamed at him and turned him over, 
his eyes stayed closed, and his mouth 

Finally, I 


iged to drag him off the bed and out 


around. 


i peculiar bluish color. 
the hall. [I was crying by then, sob- 
his name. I put my hands under his 
pits and got him out to the blessed 
the front Then I 
ned over and put my mouth next to his, 
began to breathe into his 


alr on porch. 


1 I slowly 
ted lips. 


! prayed silently, breathing in and out, 


tching for a sign of life. Then slowly 
yes fluttered and opened. and he 
1 at 
Go away,” he said thickly. and I real- 


me, 


ized that he was drunk as well as half 
dead from gas. “For God’s sake—can’t 
you even let me die? Do you have to horn 
in on that, too?” 

I pulled him to a sitting position. “You 
listen to me,” I said, down on my knees 
next to him. “You’re going to walk out to 
that car and I’m going to drive you to a 
hospital. But so help me God, Statts, that’s 
the last thing I’m ever going to do for 
you!” My voice rose. “You know what you 
are? You're nothing but a drunken, cheap 
little loafer who thinks the world owes 
you something just because a girl walked 
out on you! You think you’re better than 
I am just because you were born on the 
right side of town!” My voice wavered and 
broke. “You're not fit to—to put an eye- 
dropper in a dog’s mouth. And I’m going 
to have your baby!” 

His eyes seemed to clear. “Baby? You 
mean you’re—” 

I pulled him to his feet and he held onto 
me. “You weren’t supposed to get preg- 
nant, Huck. That wasn’t part of the deal. 
It was supposed to be a big laugh—a big 
blast—a big round of parties.” 

I slapped him then. I slapped him so 
hard that his head spun sideways. 

“Get in the car,” I said harshly. “Get in 
the car or so help me, I'll leave you here 
and you can stumble back in there and 
turn that gas jet on again and do the world 
a big favor!” 

He lurched to the car. Then he settled 
down on the seat and put his head back 
and closed his eyes. ““A kid,” he said once, 
drowsily. ““Man—I sure didn’t bargain for 
you to do that. little cookie-cutter. That’s 


not so funny. valentine. Not—so—funny 


At the hospital, they lifted Statts out of 
the car. I drove over to our apartment. 
and with a new sense of urgency, I gath- 
ered up both puppies and all my clothes 
and I even had the nerve to take some 
bedding. I'd need it at Mom’s. I didn’t 
leave a note for Statts. I just wanted to be 
done with it. 


HE next day. I phoned the hospital, and 

they said Mr. S. Newell had been dis- 
charged that hung up the 
phone and took a deep breath. He was all 
right. And he was free of me. Free of 
me and the baby that he hadn’t bargained 
for. Now—I could begin again. V’d begin 
now to go back to being the decent person 
I'd been before I met him. Before I let 
him drag me part way to hell with him. 

That next night. [ went to church with 
my folks, U think it was then that the ter- 
rible loneliness hit me. There in the still, 
dimly lit church, Statts 
when he’d been sweet to me he’d 
said kind things. When he’d said he need- 


morning. I 


I remembered 
when 


ed me. 

My folks and I walked back home in si- 
lence. When we turned the corner, Mom 
grabbed my arm. “Isn’t that Statts’ car 
parked out in front?” 

“T don’t want to see him, Mom,” I said, 


almost in tears, my heart hammering. 

Daddy touched my shoulder. “Now you 
listen to me, Janie. He’s your husband. | 
don’t like him, but he’s your husband. You 
go in there and hear him out. Mom and 
me will go down and have a soda or some- 
thing.” 

I walked stiffly towards the house, my 
heart quiet for a change. I felt unafraid. 
Even if Statts said awful things to me, he 
couldn’t hurt me now. I was safe—I was 
free of him. 

He was standing on the dark porch, his 
hands at his sides. 

“Don’t hit me again,” he said, grinning. 
Then, his eyes grew serious. “Huck—vwill 
you listen a minute? Just a minute?” 

“You'll have to talk out here,” I said. 
‘“[—I’m not going to ask you in.” 

He nodded. He didn’t touch me; it was 
almost as if he were afraid to. “I—I got 
to thinking. there in the hospital,” he said 
slowly. “I got to wondering about you. 

He looked at me, his eyes full of shame. 
“T guess I just realized that you’re my 
wife,” he said quietly. I—I started think- 
ing about how maybe I’d been wrong 
about you. And the more I thought about 
it—the more sure I was that I had been 
wrong.” He shook his head. “Huck—I 
know what I am—what I’ve let myself 
become. But when you told me about— 
about the baby—-I got to thinking that 
on earth could be luckier than 
I've been. To be married to a girl like 
you—and to have a kid—” He shrugged. 
“Well, ['ve been wrong, that’s all. About 
you—about the reasons why I turned into 
a no-good drunk and a guy who wanted to 
make a fast buck without working for it. 
I stopped caring about Kate a long time 
ago. | just never was man enough to face 


no guy 


up to it.” 

I turned away from him. “I’m afraid,” 
I said quietly. “I’m afraid it'll be like it 
was before— 

He turned me slowly around, and look: 
ing down at me. “It won't be, Huck—I 
swear it!” And then, he pulled me to him. 
“T love you.” he said softly. “I need you— 
you and the baby. Please. Huck—give it 
another go—don’t walk out on me!” 

I guess a lot of times a girl has to go 
through hell what she 
wants from her man. But lots of times, she 
learns that maybe she could have had what 
she wanted long ago, if she’d just had the 


before she 


gets 


gumption to stand up for it. 

Now—things are just as I'd hoped 
they'd be. Statts is working, selling cars. 
and at night he goes to school. Someday, 
he'll be a fine veterinarian, and he'll make 
our son and me both proud of him. I’m 
working part-time at the cookie factory 
now that the baby is six months old. I 
want to help Statts all I can. 

He still kids me about being a “cookie 
cutter,” but now I know that when he says 
that, it’s with love and admiration in his 


THE END 
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don’t curve, you bulge. You don’t look like 
awoman, you look like a cow.” 

Angrily, I threw on my old loose duster. 
“This,” I told myself, “is D-Day. D for 
Diet or Die.” 

That night the family ate leftover spa- 
ghetti and I had a cup of tea, unsweetened, 
and a chunk of lettuce. Sort of depressing 
—but not as bad as having to look at my- 
self in the mirror. 

I dieted for a week. No breakfast, but 
lots of black coffee to fool my miserable 
stomach into thinking it had something in 
it, Lettuce. celery or a few carrot strips 
for lunch, with a piece of diet bread that 
looked and tasted like corrugated card- 
board. For dinner, a pat of hamburger or 
a couple of hard-boiled eggs with more 
celery. By the third day I was so hungry 
I caught myself standing in front of the 
cabinet looking at a can of lima beans. I 
could have eaten can and all, like a starv- 
ing goat. So I slammed the door shut and 
drank some more coffee. 

At the end of a week I’d lost half a 
pound. 

I'd always supposed being thin meant 
bouncing with energy. sizzling with vital- 
ity. You’re always reading how logy and 
horrible fat people feel. But I found my- 
elf hating to get up in the morning be- 
cause I was so tired and depressed, drag- 
ging around as if I’d just finished a big 
housecleaning. Then I had to fix breakfast 
for the family. Jeff’s the kind of man who 
eats cereal and fruit, bacon and eggs and 
three pieces of toast for breakfast and 
never gains an ounce. The kids varied 
more, but I could count on one thing for 
sure—if they didn’t stuff themselves at the 
table, or even if they did, they’d be in for 
peanut butter and jelly sandwiches before 
the morning got very far along. 

I've always hated peanut butter, but 
after a few days the very sight of the jar 
made me drool. I even caught myself look- 
ing wistfully at Jeffie’s teething biscuit. 

Ordinarily I loved to go for walks with 
the kids, who “helped” push the stroller 
and stopped to look at every single blade 
of grass, but now I was too tired. Lugging 
the sheets and towels to the laundromat 
was more work than I could face; I called 
ina regular laundry to pick up and de- 
liver, even though I felt guilty because we 
needed the money so badly for other 
things, 








Worse than the physical fatigue, though, 
was the way I felt emotionally. Normally 
I'm a bouncy person. Life looks bright 
and cheerful to me. I enjoy small treats 
almost as much as the kids do, and I love 
4 party even if it’s only beer and records 
on Saturday night. Now everything was 
sort of washed out and flat. If I'd tried to 
paint my feeling, the picture would have 
been all grey. 


Afraid To Lose His Love 


(Continued from Page 33) 


It was all I could do not to snap at Judy 
and Joan when they got dirty or spilled 
something, and when they fought—little 
girls of three and five fight most of the 
time—I shut my mouth hard and walked 
into the house instead of kidding them out 
of it. I even felt impatient with Jeffie, and 
you know a baby of six months isn’t re- 
sponsible for anything, least of all the 
number of clean diapers he needs. 


T THE end of the second week I’d lost 

six whole pounds. True, my _ skin 
seemed too loose in spots, but I could set 
my dress belts over a notch. I went down- 
town and bought myself a dress with a 
scoop neck. Size sixteen. 

That was the day Beth came over to in- 
vite me to a party she and Norm were 
giving the next night. “I know Jeff doesn’t 
work on Saturday night, and Norm’s free 
for once. We'd love to have you meet some 
of our friends.” 

A real party! I was so excited I could 
hardly tell Jeff when he came home from 
work. I filled his plate with breaded veal 
chops. home-style fried potatoes, and but- 
tered beets, thankful that I’d fed the 
babies and put them to bed early for once. 
“And I’ve got a new dress to wear,” I told 
him proudly. “You can be proud of me 
now I’ve lost some weight.” 

Jeff looked surprised. “Oh, 
lost?” 

I thought maybe he was fooling; but no, 
he simply hadn’t noticed. “Jeff Halevy, 
I’ve been starving to death for two weeks 
and you haven’t even looked at me! You 
make me mad!” 

“T noticed you weren’t eating,” Jeff said, 
looking at my plate of plain lettuce and 
one small broiled chop, “but I thought 
maybe you didn’t feel good. You look sort 
of washed out. Do you feel all right?” 

That started a real fight. It ended up 
with me crying. and Jeff kissing me and 
saying he was sorry. But later that night. 
when he reached for me, I rolled over to 
my own side of the bed and turned my face 
to the wall. I’d show him. the unapprecia- 
tive monster. 

Jeff said. 
here.” 

No answer. 

“This is a real big bed. 
move a little closer?” 

I shut my eyes and pretended I was 
asleep. I’d show him. 

Saturday was a real crazy day. To begin 
with, it rained. That meant I couldn’t put 
the girls out in the yard but had to do my 
Saturday cleaning with them underfoot. 
I put them in the livingroom while I 
cleaned upstairs. Then I put them in the 
kitchen while I cleaned the livingroom. I 
went out to shake the dustmop just in time 
to catch Joanie climbing up on the drain- 
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board. Then they got into the apples and 
bit pieces out of every one. Then they 
tried it with the onions. The onions bit 
back, and it took me fifteen minutes to 
calm them down with raisins and dry 
cereal, which they dropped on the floor 
and walked on, naturally. 

Then, while I was cleaning the kitchen, 
they went upstairs and got the cover off 
my French dusting powder that I save for 
special occasions, and trailed it through 
the three bedrooms and the hall and the 
freshly cleaned bathroom. Then Jeffie de- 
cided to throw up, for the first time in 
weeks, and I had to rinse out all of his 
bedding and hang it in the basement so 
it wouldn’t smell up the whole house. 

The joys of parenthood, that’s what. 

At twelve I heated some canned soup for 
the girls and drank another cup of coffee, 
standing, and got the monsters into bed 
and finished the housework and ironed a 
good shirt for Jeff. I gave myself a mani- 
cure and was just going to run the water 
for one of those long relaxing baths the 
women’s magazines are always talking 
about when Judy began to yell. “Mommie, 
Joanie wet the bed again!” 

I settled for a shower. 

By this time I was feeling a little nau- 
seated. I had another cup of coffee and 
combed my hair. It looked all right. 

By the time Jeff got home I was twitch- 
ing with fatigue and tension. I served his 
supper, and the children’s, in silence, 
drank some more coffee, welcomed the 
baby sitter, a nice reliabe girl from the 
Estella Apartment days. The kids fell on 
her with happy howls of recognition, and 
I went upstairs to dress for the big event. 

I wasn’t too happy when I finally got 
assembled. For one thing, the new blue 
dress was too tight. Maybe I was on my 
way to becoming a size sixteen, but I 
wasn’t one yet. Also, my face looked 
strained and too old for the bouffant hair- 
do Id achieved. I put on lots of lipstick 
and the cultured pearl earrings Jeff had 
given me, and hoped for the best. 

The Harrisons’ place was beautiful, just 
the way you’d expect it to be. Modern 
furniture and decor, with pre-Columbian 
masks on the walls, lots of books and some 
reproductions of good paintings. There 
were about twenty people there, mostly 
young and attractive, the girls smart in a 
way that made me feel dowdy. Beth came 
to meet us. holding out both hands to Jeff. 
She had on a perfectly plain sheath of 
sheer white wool with one big emerald clip 
at the neck, and green satin slippers with 
dizzy heels. I felt like the cleaning woman. 

Norm said, “Hi, folks. What’ll you 
drink?” 

“Vodka martini,” I told him. Across the 
living room I could see a handsome porta- 
ble bar in light wood—something Jeff had 
always wanted, I didn’t know why because 
neither of us was much of a drinker. Well, 
I reminded myself. the Harrisons can af- 
ford all this. They haven’t any children. 

If you'd offered me 2 mink stole and a 


handful of cash for any one of the childre 
at that moment, I think I’d have said no 
but not before thinking it over. 

The drink was cold and good. I coyjj 
feel my tense muscles relax as it wey 
down. All of a sudden the party looks 
like fun, after all. All of a sudden 
people looked friendly and the talk « 
panded to include me. I started talkin, 
to a pleasant girl and feeling glad }j 
come, after all. 

Norm took the glass out of my han 
and brought it back, full. Beth  saij 
“Chips and dip, Nina? Salted nuts, ¢ 
something?” 

“Have to watch my hips,” I said a litt} 
thickly. “If I don’t nobody else will.” 

Beth shrugged. “I never worry aboy 
weight at parties. Light breakfast, ligh 
lunch, high-protein dinner, I figure Ip 
entitled to a binge once in a while. Sy, 
you don’t want something to eat?” 

I shook my head. The motion made m 
giddy. Jeff said anxiously, “Nina, don} 
you think—” but I ignored him. I wa 
trying to make my eyes focus. 

You know, vodka’s funny stuff. Som 
people can drink quite a lot of it and fe¢! 
no pain. Not this girl. All of a sudden 
about halfway through my second drink, | 
began to feel as if my arms and legs wer 
falling off. Then my head started feelin; 
strange. It reminded my of the only tim 
I ever took ether, when they took my a 
pendix out. Everything got blurry ani 
fuzzy. Then it came into focus again. Then. 
just as I started feeling relieved, the whok 
room blurred. 

Norm chuckled. “You're like Beth. Sh: 
quit drinking vodka because she can’t sa 
no in Russian.” 

I tried to laugh. Everyone was looking 
at me. Watch it, I warned myself. But! 
was suddenly sick—oh, was I sick! Some 
one grabbed me by the arm. First thing! 
knew I was standing on the back porch 
leaning on Norm Harrison and retching 
violently. I’m telling you, I’d rather have 
a baby than be that sick again. It wa 
murder. 

Jeff was on the back porch too. I don! 
know how he got there. He said sharply. 
“T’ll take her home,” and I knew he wa: 
ashamed of me. 

But Beth stood between us. “I'll take 
her home,” she said firmly. “This is womat 
business. Anyhow, it’s a poor party tha 
can’t get along without a hostess for a fev 
minutes.” 

She put an arm around my shoulders 
“Can you walk?” 

I didn’t do a very good job of it, but we 
got across the cool wet grass someho¥ 
and in at my own back door—startlin: 
Alice, who was looking for a cold driak 
in the refrigerator. Up the stairs, care 
fully. First thing I knew, Beth had me out 
of the tight girdle and that blue dress an 
in my own bed. It felt heavenly. 

She said, shutting the closet door 
that idiotic dress, “Tell me, Nina. wht 
did you have for dinner?” 
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“Black coffee.” 

“Lunch?” 

I couldn’t remember back that far. I 
tried to shake my head, but it ached too 
much. I said, “I’ve lost six pounds.” 

“You’re crazy,” Beth said. “You can 
iford to lose ten pounds, maybe twelve. 
\ore than that, you’ll look like a hatrack 
instead of a woman.” 

“That’s easy to say. Look at you, like 
3 ballet dancer.” 

“Small bones. Besides, you’re five in- 
ches taller than I am.” 

[ started to cry. “Sorry,” I said when I 
gt it under control. “I’m a little bit 
plastered.” 

“You’re a little bit wacky,” Beth said 
kindly. “Lie still and I'll fix you something 
to eat. I suppose you do have food in the 
house?” 

She made me a plate of milk toast, or 
manna or something. I ate it and went to 
deep, not wanting to be impolite but un- 
able to help myself. Just before my eyes 
closed I heard Beth say, “Look, I’m going 
to make an appointment with my doctor. 
She'll tell you how to diet, if you feel you 
must. Without going nuts.” 

I was in no shape to argue. 


4 Monday morning I went to see Dr. 

Helen Matthews, and she said plenty. 
First, she pointed out that I wasn’t 
really much overweight for my height and 
build. “If you want a diet, I'll give you 
one that will take off not more than two 
pounds a week. If you lose faster you'll 
not only upset your metabolism and drive 
your husband to divorce, your skin will 
look like an old piece of crepe paper.” 
That didn’t sound so good, so I took the 
diet card and looked it over. Gosh—you 
could have a regular banquet on twelve 
hundred calories a day. 

“Then, I’ll give you some exercises to 
improve your posture. And last of all,” 


she said with a nice smile. 
clothes. Not too tight, not too short. You 
look to me like a half size.” 

“But that’s for old ladies!” 

“Not at all. Half-size styles are for 
women with shorter waistlines and heavier 
hips—age and weight have nothing to do 
with it. 

“You know,” she said, “grooming has a 
real effect on health. When you look bet- 
ter, you'll feel better.” I went out feeling 
like a million dollars, tax-free. 

That was three months ago. I’ve lost 
ten pounds, and now the scales seem to be 
stuck. I don’t care. Jeff likes my new hair- 
do, and I’ve got the old zing back, with 
intelligent eating and added vitamins. 

Beth went with me to pick out some new 
clothes. I was surprised how youthful 
well-designed half sizes are; not expen- 
sive, either. “My sister wears them,” Beth 
said when I tried to thank her. “I’ve al- 
ways wanted to be a dress designer.” 

I noticed a drip of peanut butter and 
apple jelly on my loafer. “Hm,” I said, “I 
think I'd rather have another baby.” 

“I’m going to have one myself,” Beth 
said. We looked at each other and broke 
out laughing. “Swell,” I said, “I'll help 
you shop for maternity clothes.” 


“get some new 


I told Jeff about it that night, after the | 


kids were tucked in. 
I said wistfully. “That lovely figure.” 

“Oh, I don’t know. The first three didn’t 
do any damage.” 

“Jeff, I’m talking about Beth Harrison.” 

“Oh.” This time he actually looked at 
me. “Her,” he said after a moment of 
thinking. “It'll do her good. She’s a nice 
girl, but she’s too scrawny. I like the kind 
of a shape you’ve got.” 

I turned off the TV and kissed him. 

“What's that for?” 

“T love you.” I said sweetly, thinking, 
never mind about the late, late show. 


It seems a shame,” | 





It’s | 


time to get going on that baby. THE END | 





Will You Make 


A Good Wife? 


(Continued from Page 10) 


9. This is one of the greatest dangers 
in new marriages: the wife who doesn’t 
love her new husband as much as she loves 
her marriage. Results of a poll taken re- 
cently at a high school show that most of 
the girl students who were going steady 
were doing so because “all my friends are, 
80 I might as well.” When this attitude is 
carried over into marriage, the results can 
be disastrous, for the husband as well as 
the wife and marriage. 

10. The idea of sitting back and waiting 
to be made happy is unfortunately quite 
‘ommon among young brides. Marriage is 
4 two-way deal, a mutual give and take, 
and the young wife who waits for her hus- 
band to make the marriage a success will 
never be happy, nor will she ever be a 


good wife. 
* # # 

Add up your “yes” answers and give 
yourself 10 points for each one. If your 
score was: 

0 to 40: Your marriage will not get off 
to a good start. You’ve got a lot to learn 
about marriage, and your husband. Try 
thinking more of him and less of yourself. 

50 to 80: Your marriage will get off to 
a fairly good start. You’ve still got things 
to learn about your husband, but you'll 
probably learn them. Try to be a little less 
selfish, and don’t forget—he’s human too. 

90 to 100: If you have been completely 
honest, you will be that rarity—a good 
wife. Just don’t change—your husband-to- 
be is a lucky man! THE END 








Have Natural - Looking 


Fairer Skin 


MAKE-UP WON'T HIDE 
A POOR COMPLEXION 


To Lighten Dark Skin, try White's Spe- 
cific Face Cream (bleach), "The Fair Skin 
Cream." Watch it go to work for you 
in just days to help you have a Fairer, 
Lighter, Smoother skin. Satisfied users 
for more than 50 years! 
Ask for White's Specific Face Cream 
(bleach) at your druggists or order by 
mail. Price 40¢ — Large Size 73¢ Tax 
Paid. Send stamps or Money Order to: 
WHITE'S SPECIFIC TOILET CO. 
1109 16th Ave., South 
Nashville 12, Tennessee 


WHITE’S SPECIFIC FACE CREAM 









$102 WORTH 
Famous LONG-AID 
Products 





‘Get this BIG, BEAU- 
TIFUL KIT full famous 

, Keystone-Long-Aid cos- 
metics—$10.19 VALUE, for ONLY $1.00 (to 
help cover cost packing, handling, etc.) Just 
Show It and make BIG MONEY—$100—$200 
—$300—regularly, selling Keystone-Long-Aid 
products in spare time or full time! HERE’S 
WHAT YOU GET: 7 regular, full size pack- 
ages popular, nationally advertised products, 
including Long-Aid K-7, Bleach And Glow 
Cream... everything you need to start making 
money the day you receive your Kit. You need 
no experience—we show you HOW to sell. 
Take orders from friends, neighbors, relatives, 
members your church. Send $1.00 TODAY— 
with your name, address—for your $10.19 value 
Keystone Kit and full details, sent POST PAID. 
NO C.O.D. Hurry! Offer Limited! 


KEYSTONE COSMETICS, DEPT. 2-H 
P. O. BOX 2026, MEMPHIS, TENN. 
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I Tried To Hide From Life 


(Continued from Page 25) 


and thought—well, I’d remembered when 
George kissed me and I’d wondered how 
it would feel if Jim kissed me. 

“Were you thinking about God while 
that boy was hugging you, Mary?” Papa 
demanded. 

I shook my head. “No—no—” I hadn’t 
been thinking about God. I°d been think- 
ing evil thoughts. Oh, I was bad! I was a 
sinner! I began to cry. 

“Get on your knees, daughter!” Papa 
commanded, “Pray Ged to forgive.” 

Papa’s strong hands were forcing me 
down. I sank to my knees. “Please, God, 
forgive me,” I sobbed. 

Papa dropped to his knees beside me. 
Forgive her, Lord,” he prayed. “She’s 
young and weak! Punish me for her sin, 
for I’ve been a bad father!” 

My heart was ripping apart. I flung my 
arms around Papa’s neck and sobbed wild- 
ly, “No! You’re aren’t a bad father! 
You’re a wonderful father! I’m the one 
who is bad! Oh, Papa, help me! I don’t 
want to be bad!” 

Going to school on Monday was the 
hardest thing I'd ever done. When I walked 
down the hall-I saw some of the kids turn 
away and giggle. I figured about every- 
body in the whole school must have heard 
what happened. Janet Abernathy was the 
only one who tried to be nice. She caught 
up with me as we came out of algebra. 

‘’'m sorry about the party, Mary,” she 
said. “Gee, it must have been awful for 
you. having your father act like that.” 

hat made me mad. “How dare you say 
that! My father is the finest man in the 
wor Id!” 

Her face turned red. “I—didn’t mean it 
that way. I only meant—” 

“I don’t care what you meant,” I 
snapped. “Papa warned me that dancing 
made people think evil thoughts. I should 
have listened to him.” 

“Evil thoughts?” Janet sputtered. Her 
eyes flashed angrily. “Well, speak for 
yourself, chum! Your mind is the only 
one in the gutter!” With that, she marched 
off 

fears stung my eyes. Why had I struck 
out at her? She only wanted to be my 
friend. I guess it was pride that wouldn’t 
let me hear her say anything against Papa. 
[ fought back the tears and hurried on 
down the hall, keeping my head ducked. 
But, at the door of the study hall, I had 
to look up. Somebody was blocking my 
It was Jim Walton. He looked em- 
barrassed and stepped aside. 

Then some boy called out, “Hey, Mary, 
how’s your soul today?” 

Jim laughed and said, “Man, how dare 
you speak to her! Don’t you know she’s a 
pure young girl?” 

Oh, I hated them all! I was sick with 
hate and shame! Why did I have to go to 


Way. 
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that awful school anyway? I couldn’t stay 
there another minute. I wheeled and ran 
down the hall. I didn’t stop until I got to 
the bus stop. I didn’t care if I got into 
trouble for cutting my last two classes. I'd 
never set foot inside that school again. 

I caught the bus but I didn’t go home. I 
rode downtown and went to a movie. At 
first I’d wanted to go home and talk to 
George. George would have understood. 
But I couldn’t be friends with George any- 
more. Remembering that made me feel 
even more miserable. So I went to a movie. 
I'd already learned that you can lose your- 
self in a movie, forget who you are and be, 
for a little while, the glamorous girl on 
the screen. And, that afternoon, I had to 
forget. I couldn’t stand being me any 
longer. 


WENT to the movies a lot after that. 

I went back to school too. I didn’t 
know what else to do. But every afternoon, 
as soon as the last bell rang, I hurried out 
and caught the bus for town. There were 
five downtown theaters all within a few 
blocks of each other. I saved my lunch 
money so I’d ha¥e enough to go everyday. 
I didn’t care if I saw the same picture sev- 
eral times. 

I guess I was acting like a person who 
drinks to hide from the world where he is 
unhappy. But I figured this was the best 
way for me. I knew Janet Abernathy and 
her friends weren't really wicked, no mat- 
ter what Papa thought. But some people 
are stronger than others. 

And maybe movies are sinful, too. I 
know, watching the love scenes made me 
feel the same as dancing with Jim had 
made me feel—all strange and wonderful 
and tingling inside—and wanting it to be 
happening to me like it was happening to 
the girl in the picture. I knew it was lust, 
feeling this way. But at least I couldn’t 
do anything about it. No matter how much 
I might want a boy to put his arm around 
me and kiss me, there wasn’t any boy. It 
was like I was the only person in the thea- 
ter and alone in the dark and safe from 
my own weakness. 

I know now that I was thinking crazy. 
But I was young and alive. I had to do 
something with my hours. I had to feel 
something. I couldn’t just be a nothing. 

But I was a fool to think I could hide 
from the real world. I found that out when 
Monty Keagy came along and turned my 
safe dream world into an ugly nightmare. 

One week there was a stage show at the 
Majestic along with the movie. I'd never 
seen a live show before and I was plenty 
excited looking forward to it. It opened 
on Saturday so I was able to go early and 
see it several times. The excitement was 
almost more than I could take. There were 
singers and dancers and a magician and 
a wonderful band. Those people up on the 


stage were just as glamorous as the ones 
on the screen, only they were even more 
exciting because they were flesh and blood 
right before my eyes. I stayed to see the 
very last show I could see and still get 
home ahead of Papa. And Monty Keagy 
was the real reason I didn’t want to leave, 

Monty was the rock ’n’ roll singer with 
the show. I guess he wasn’t a big name 
star yet. I’d never heard of him. But he 
was the same type as Elvis Presley. He 
played a guitar and moved around to the 
music in the same way as Elvis. Only [| 
thought he was much better looking, with 
his curly hair and his beautiful white teeth 
flashing in that slim, dark face. And the 
most gorgeous eyes—kind of sleepy. 
looking behind dark lashes. Oh, I was 
really gone on Monty from the minute | 
saw him. 

There were several other girls in the 
front row who liked him too. They 
screamed and carried on while he sang. 
But I didn’t. I just sat still, listening and 
never taking my eyes off him. 


"THE rest of that week I was floating on 

air. At school I hardly knew what went 
on. I just existed until the three o’clock 
bell set me free to go to the Majestic. 

I guess maybe I wouldn’t have let my 
feeling run wild»where Monty was con- 
cerned if I'd had any idea that I could 
ever really meet him. I figured that Monty 
being there in person didn’t make him any 
more real than Elvis or any other star. He 
lived in another world from me. I couldn't 
cross those footlights, and why should he 
want to? Then, on Friday afternoon, it 
happened. 

I had been getting to the theater each 
afternoon just in time for the three-twenty- 
eight stage show. Then I stayed and saw 
both the six-thirty-four and the nine-forty 
shows. That way I had time to get home 
before Papa. But on Friday. I got kept 
after school because one of my teachers 
wanted to talk to me about my grades. | 
hadn’t been doing too well lately. She 
kept me only a few minutes but she made 
me miss my bus. The stage show was al- 
ready on when I got there and I rushed 
down the aisle just as Monty was starting 
his first song. It was always hard to get a 
seat on the first row if you were late be 
cause there were people who moved down 
to the frent after the picture. But I saw 
one vacant seat in the middle of the front 
row. There was nothing to do but climb 
over all those people, unless I wanted to 
sit farther back. 

By the time I got settled, Monty had 
finished his song and was looking at me 
and grinning. It was just like an elec- 
trical shock going through my body when 
my eyes met his. Many times, before, 
when he looked down and smiled in my 
direction, I had wondered how well he 
could see people across those bright foot- 
lights. But this time I knew he really saw 
me. I was so embarrassed and flustered, 
my face burned and my heart hanged all 
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the way through the rest of Monty’s act. 
When the stage show was over, I de- 
cided to stay in my seat. I knew, being 
friday, there would be bigger crowds than 
ysual for the evening shows. I didn’t want 
jp take a chance on losing my seat. But 
[d seen that movie so many times I felt 
ld scream if I had to watch it again, so I 
put my head back and closed my eyes. I 
wanted to shut out everything and dream 
of Monty. Oh, I did love him! I did! 
This was different from anything I'd ever 
felt before. He would never know how I 
felt but I was sure I would love him all my 


life. 

Suddenly, I heard a sound and opened 
ny eyes. I looked around and a movement 
at the edge of the dark stage caught my 
ee. Someone was leaning out from be- 
hind the heavy side drapes and motioning 
vith his hand. It looked like Monty. My 
heart began to bang. Was he motioning 
tome? I leaned forward and squinted to 
ge more clearly in the dim light made 
fom the screen. 

It was Monty! And he wanted me to 
come over to the side of the theater. I slid 
out of my seat and moved in that direction. 
At the far side of the theater there was a 
curtained arch opening on a narrow hall- 
way leading to a door with a dim red light 
wer it. It was the door to backstage. I 
dipped into the hallway wondering if 
Monty wanted me to come backstage or 
vhat. I was so scared I was trembling. 
What if it wasn’t even me he was signal- 
ling? I’d die of embarrassment! 

Suddenly, the door opened and Monty 
stepped out. The light from backstage 
made the hallway bright for only a mo- 
ment before it was dark again. Then he 
was standing close to me in the narrow 
hallway. I leaned against the wall, weak 
in the knees. 

“Hi,” he said. He put his hand on my 
shoulder. “You like the show, honey?” 

“Oh, yes,” I breathed, fighting for 
breath to speak. 

“You like me, too, don’t you?” he 
asked, 

“Yes, I—I’ve been here almost every 
show.” 

‘I know.” His hand slid slowly down 
my arm. This must be something I was 
dreaming. It couldn’t be real that I was 
talking to Monty Keagy. “I gotta go now,” 
he said. “Some people waiting for me. But 
hang around. I’d like to see you after the 
next show. Okay?” 

Inodded. He smiled. “Come out on the 
street back of the theater where the stage 
door is. Think you can find it?” 

I nodded again, not trusting myself to 
speak. In another moment he was gone 
again, 

I went back to my seat and sat staring 
. the bright screen, but not seeing a 
thing. It must be a dream! It couldn’t be 
teal that he wanted to see me after the 
next show. I didn’t even question whether 

should go or not. You can’t control a 
dream. You just go along with it and live 


every exciting moment while it lasts. But 
this dream didn’t last long and I let it 
carry me along much too far. 

During the next stage show, Monty 
didn’t seem to notice me and I wondered 
if he had changed his mind about wanting 
me to meet him. But, just the same, as 
soon as the show was over I hurried out 
of the theater and went around to the 
street in back. I saw several of the people 
in the show come out. Then Monty came 
out. He smiled and took my arm and 
began walking me down the street. He 
was even more handsome close up and in 
the daylight. I just couldn’t believe this 
was happening to me. 

“T don’t have much time,” he said. “But 
I thought we could run up to my room for 
a few minutes. I’m in the hotel around the 
corner.” 

“I—I don’t know if I should—” I 
hadn’t really thought about what Monty 
might want to do. It had been enough 
that he asked me to meet him. 

Monty looked down at me. “I thought 
you might like an autographed picture. 
I’ve got some new ones in my room.” 

“Oh, yes, I would.” Suddenly I felt won- 
derful. To have a picture of Monty auto- 
graphed just for me—that would be some- 
thing to treasure all my life. 

I can’t tell about the next half hour, I’m 
so ashamed of what I let Monty do. All 
I can say is that none of it seemed very 
real. When he began to kiss me, it was 
like a dream. I guess I was so starved for 
someone to love me, and I’d built up such 
crazy feelings inside myself about Monty, 
that I couldn’t do anything but hold on to 
him and kiss him like he was kissing me. 
Then, when I realized he wasn’t stopping 
with kisses, it wasn’t wonderful anymore. 
But I couldn’t stop him. It was too late. 

I couldn’t keep from crying afterward. 
Monty got mad. “Why the hell are you 
crying?” he asked. 

I didn’t answer. I lay across the bed 
shaking with sobs. Then Monty got up. 
“Come on, honey,” he said, his voice sof- 
tening again. “What’s to cry about? We 
had our fun. Only don’t tell anybody about 
this. You’re kinda young and I don’t want 
no trouble.” 

I still couldn’t answer or even look at 
him. I was so ashamed. 

“Look, kid, you’re welcome to stay in 
the room as long as you want but I’ve got 
to get back to the theater now.” 

Later, I went to the bathroom and 
washed my face and combed my hair. It 
was dark when I left the hotel. I didn’t 
have enough money to go back to the Ma- 
jestic. I would get my allowance tomor- 
row and now I had just enough for my bus 
fare home and a dime left over. So I went 
to the drug store and had a coke. Then I 
walked around the streets looking in the 
store windows and went back to the drug 
store and killed some time looking at mag- 
azines. I had to stay until 10:30 when 
Monty would be free again. 
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[ had to see Monty. Maybe what had 
happened meant a lot to him, too. It had 
changed everything for me. I couldn’t go 
back to living in my dream world. Monty’s 
show would be leaving town now. I didn’t 
know where he would go but I'd go with 
him if he would let me. We could get mar- 
ried. Maybe, after I told him how much I 
loved him he would want to take me with 
him. Oh, what a crazy, silly, little fool I 
vas to think that I was anything more than 
1 few minutes’ cheap fun to a boy like 
Monty Keagy! 

[ never saw him again. When he didn’t 
ome out the stage door after the last 
show. I finally got up the nerve to open the 
loor and ask the doorman about him. 

“Mr. Keagy?” the old man said. “I be- 
lieve he’s gone. Most of the troupe has. 
They had a train to catch.” 

[ stumbled down the street with tears 
blinding me. He was gone. I’d never see 
him again. 

When I got home, I couldn’t find my key. 
| had to have two keys because the street 
loor to the building is always locked by 
en o'clock at night. 

[ was searching my purse, frantic that 
Papa would walk up any minute. when 
Hamilton arrived. He let me in 

ith his key. 

Is something wrong, Mary?” he asked. 
[ guess I looked like I might burst into 
tears again at any moment. 

[ shook my head and ran up the stairs 

our apartment. I didn’t even.turn on the 
I just crawled into bed with my 
lothes on and lay there trying to keep 
Papa from knowing I was awake when he 

ne in only a few minutes later. 


Ceorge 


lights 


TRIED not to think about Monty 
Keagy after that. [ quit going to the 
vies. I knew I'd never be able to go to 

the Majestic again. I came home from 

chool each afternoon and tried to concen- 
rate on doing my homework, so I could 
bring my grades back up. But I couldn't 
keep from thinking about Monty. I didn’t 

him anymore. I hated him for what 
without even a word of love 

And afterwards—to lie to 

ind run off without seeing me again. 
But even more I hated myself. Nobody 
not even the worst of those girls at 
chool—could be as bad as I was. I was 

1 vile sinner and God wouldn’t let me es- 
pe without punishment. 

[t was less than two weeks after Monty 

ft town when I began to be sure that I 

juldn’t keep my shame locked in my own 


he did to me 


r sweetness. 


heart. The whole world was going to know. 
! was going to have a baby. Oh dear God, 


vasn't it enough that I'd have to burn in 
Hell? Did I have to live through Hell 
e toos 
But there must be some way. Could I 
) off? Where could I go? Even if I 
ild find a job, how long could I work? 
Where would I go to have the baby? I 
thought about trying to find Monty but I 
lidn’t know where to begin. Besides he 
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wouldn’t feel any responsibility. He prob- 
ably picked up girls like me in every town. 
If I just had somebody, even one friend, 
that I could talk to about it. 

Then I remembered George. But maybe 
even George wouldn’t want anything to do 
with me if he knew what I’d done. Any- 
way, what could he do? Even if George 
had a job now he wouldn’t have money to 
loan me. But if George would marry me— 

The crazy idea just popped into my 
head. It was evil—vile—but I was des- 
perate. If George didn’t know the truth— 
George wasn’t the kind to run away. 
George would feel he had to marry a girl 
if he got her into trouble. 

It was a terrible thing I was thinking. 
But I remembered what George wanted 
to do that day he was so upset and had 
been drinking. If I hadn’t stopped him it 
could have been George’s baby in place of 
Monty’s, and George and I could get mar- 
ried. I liked George and I knew he liked 
me. We could be happy being married. 
And Papa would never know about my 
sin. 

I shut everything out of my mind but 
what I had to do. I listened for George to 
come in but it was almost dinner time 
when I heard him in the hall. I opened 
my door and asked him if he would like a 
coke. He seemed surprised but pleased 
and he came in. As I got out the cokes I 
told him I thought it was silly for us not 
to be friends. 

“I'd like to be friends, Mary.” he said. 
“And now that I have a job I can take you 
out if your father will let me.” 

Before I thought I said, “Oh, Papa 
would never—” 

“Look, Mary.” George said, “you’re just 
a kid. I don’t think I’m too old to date you 
but I’m old enough to know it isn’t good 
for us to be always hanging around this 
apartment together when your father’s at 
work. If we’re going to see each other, I'll 
have to meet your father and get his per- 
mission to take you on regular dates.” 

I didn’t argue with him. He seemed to 
have his mind made up. But I was sure 
Papa wouldn't agree. Anyway, I didn’t 
have time to go through all that. If getting 
married did me any good. it would have to 
be soon. 

“Well, Papa gets home so late.” I told 
him. “Maybe you could come over on Sun- 
day and meet him. But why don’t you have 
supper with me tonight? We can cook it 
together. Maybe you'd like to run over to 
your place and get a few cans of beer for 
later.” 

George shook his head. “No, I think it 
would be better if I just wait until Sunday 
when I can meet your father.” 

He was leaving. I had to make him stay. 
“George, please—please don’t go. Stay 
with me a little while. I—I’m so lone- 
some.” I swayed toward him. If he would 
take me in his arms—kiss me. . . . 

George caught me by the shoulders. He 
looked worried. “Mary—look, honey, if 
you—” 


“Please. George,” I begged. Tears 
welled up in my eyes. “I’ve missed you so 
much.” I put my arms around him and 
pressed my lips to his. His arms went 
around me. For a moment he held me and 
kissed me. Then he held me away from 
him and laughed kinda shakily. 

“Mary, stop it! You’re just a kid. You 
don’t know what you're doing.” 

I was so crazy scared I couldn’t stop, 
“I do! I do know!” I cried. “I love you. | 
want to marry you. Please, George—if you 
care anything about me—” 

George backed away from my reaching 
arms. “Mary, this is crazy. I like you a 
Jot. But I'm not ready to think about mar- 
riage yet. And you’re much too young. 
Your father would never let you—” 

Then I went all to pieces. I began to cry 
hysterically. He wouldn’t help me. He 
didn’t care what happened to me. I hated 
him. “Get out!” I screamed. I slapped 
him wildly across the cheek. “Get out! | 
hate you.” 

He didn’t move. He just stared at me 
with that shocked expression on his face. 
Suddenly my shame was more than | 
could bear. ’'d thrown myself at him— 
begged him—pleaded. He didn’t want me, 
I wanted to die. I covered my face with my 
hands and sank down to the floor at his 
feet, sobbing uncontrollably. 


~ DON’T know how long I cried. I thought 

George had gone so I lay there on the 
floor and sobbed until there were no more 
tears, and my sobs were just dry shudders 
that shook my body and tore at my chest. 
Then I felt strong hands on my arms, 
George lifted me up and led me to the 
sofa and sat down beside me. 

“Now tell me what this is all about,” 
he said. 

His eyes were so kind. He didn’t hate 
me. The words came gushing out. 
(shamed as I was, it was a relief to tell 
it. It had been bottled up inside me for 
so long, like a burning poison. Not only 
the terrible sin 'd committed with Monty 
but all that went before. The loneliness, 
the conflicts of wanting to be good yet 
wanting to have fun like other girls. The 
awful guilt of deceiving Papa. The fear 
at my own weakness and desires to do bad 
things. And finally this terrible certainty 
that God was punishing me before the 
whole world by making me have a baby. 

When I'd finished talking George studied 
me for a moment, then he said, “Mary, the 
first thing is for you to see a doctor. Do 
you know a doctor you can go to?” 

“No.” I'd never been to a doctor in the 
city. 

“Then find one in the phone book. Call 
him in the morning and make an appoint- 
ment.” 

“George, I’m scared to go to a doctor. 
What if he calls Papa?” 

“Don’t give him your right name. Tell 
him you’re married. Look, let me know 
when you are going and I'll get off work 
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for a couple of hours and take you. You 
won't be scared if I go with you, will 
you?” 

“No, but George—” 

George stood up. “No more arguments, 
Mary. You've got to be sensible now. The 
frst thing is to see the doctor. Then we'll 
talk about what to do next. I want you to 
have something to eat now and go to bed. 
And promise me you'll make that call first 
thing in the morning.” 

I promised. At the door I touched his 
arm. “Thank you, George,” I said. 

He smiled. “It’s going to be all right. 
Don’t worry.” 

George drove me to see the doctor on 
Wednesday morning. I called school and 
told them I was sick and George called 
his boss and got permission to be late 
getting to work. The doctor examined me 
and told me I wasn’t pregnant. 

I couldn’t believe it! I was sure I was 
pregnant. “But I must be,” I told him. 
“I—I missed a period.” 

The doctor smiled. “Missing a period 
isn’t always a sign of pregnancy. There 
can be any number of reasons for missing 
a period or two. Being over-anxious to get 
pregnant. Or being afraid to have a baby.” 

I walked out of the doctor’s office in a 
daze. I couldn’t believe it. Surely God 
wouldn’t let me get off so easy. 

Suddenly, I burst into tears. I don’t 
know if it was relief or disappointment. 
Maybe that sounds silly. I'd been so 
ashamed and scared when I thought I 
would have a baby. And yet, in a way it 
seemed what I deserved. I tried to explain. 

“I don’t think you’re escaping punish- 
ment,” George said. “You’ve been suffer- 
ing plenty, with what you’ve been going 
through. Anyway, I don’t think God sends 
babies just to punish girls who haven't 
done right. That would be punishing an 
innocent baby too and I don’t think God is 
like that.” 

We were silent the rest of the drive 
home. But when George pulled up in front 
of the apartment house I said, “George, 
where do I go from here?” I felt empty, 
drained—as if I was back to being just a 
nothing again. 

George leaned back and studied my 
face seriously for a moment. “Mary, I 
don’t claim to know much, but I’ve been 
doing a lot of thinking about your prob- 
lem. I don’t mean just the baby. That 
turned out to be no problem after all. I 
mean about why you did what you did. 
And I think I’ve figured out something.” 

“What, George?” I asked him eagerly. 

“Well, I think your father is really too 
strict with you. But, whether he is or isn’t 
doesn’t matter. He’s still your father and 
you have to respect him. You weren’t hap- 
Py when you went against him. But your 
father made a mistake when he tried to 
take everything away from you and give 
you nothing in return.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. Papa 
hadn’t taken everything away from me. 


“T mean, it’s nurm:! for kids to be in- 
terested in the opposite sex and to have 
fun. There isn’t anything bd sbout want- 
ing a boy to kiss you. If you didn’t feel 
that way, why would anybody ever get 
married?” 

“But I was so weak,” I cried. “Maybe 
other girls could—” 

“You weren’t weak,” George said. He 
sounded mad. “You've got to quit thinking 
that. You’re a perfectly normal girl. The 
only trouble was you didn’t understand 
yourself and were afraid. You were trying 
to live in a dream world where nothing 
could touch you. But you can’t hide from 
life, Mary, not even if you stayed in the 
movies twenty-four hours a day. Each per- 
son has to live his own life, either for good 
or for bad.” 

“But what can I do, George? There just 
isn’t any way.” 

“Yes there is. There’s a way for every- 
body. You’ve got to find it, that’s all. Now 
you told me that you were happy back in 
Brookfield because you had friends in your 
church. Well, that’s where you'll have to 
find friends here. You’re going to have to 
convince your father that you can’t just 
sit around and do nothing. How would it 
be if I meet your father and offer to go to 
church with you?” 

I was grateful to George but I didn’t 
think it would work. But George had lots 
of ideas about how we could, as he said, 
“sneak up on Papa’s blind side.” George 
got his sister and brother-in-law to get 
acquainted with Papa. Hazel and Ed are 
a nice couple in their thirties and Papa 
seemed to like them. Then they invited us 
to dinner on Sunday. That was when Papa 
met George. But George didn’t ask about 
dating me right away. He gave Papa a 
chance to get to like him first. He talked 
about religion and told Papa that he used 
to go to church but had gotten away from 
it while he was in the army. Papa invited 
him to go to church with us some Sunday. 


W HEN we were back in our own apart- 


ment, Papa said. “That George Hamilton 
seems like a nice young man who just 
needs guidance. Here’s our chance, Mary, 
to help a lost soul find his way back to 
God.” 

I felt a twinge of guilt, knowing that 
George and I were just working on Papa 
so we could date. But when I told George, 
he made me feel even more ashamed by 
saying, “It’s not all an act, Mary. Sure, 
I'd like to soften your father up a bit so 
he’d let you have more fun. But I don’t 
think going to church will hurt me any 
either. I don’t believe everything the peo- 
ple in your church believe, but I respect 
them and I figure I could learn some 
things from them.” 

Well, I guess George was the one with 
real faith—not me. And his faith and pa- 
tience accomplished a lot. Soon Papa 
trusted George enough to let him take me 
to the Friday Night Youth Program at the 
church. I found the kids there were as nice 
as the ones back in Brookfield. And there 
were lots of things to do to have fun. 

George and I have been dating for about 
a year now and I’ve fallen in love with 
him—really in love. I know now that what 
I felt for Monty wasn’t love. You have to 
know a person and respect him before you 
can love him. I don’t know for sure if 
George loves me or not. But I do know 
one thing: George told me that at first he 
was trying to help me with Papa because 
he felt sorry for me. He had been more up- 
set by finding out I wasn’t a virgin than he 
had let on. But later, he got over feeling 
that way. He said he couldn’t hold my sin 
against me because he hadn’t been perfect 
either. And going to church with me had 
helped him realize the truth about himself 
too. 

So, for now, I’m not worrying about the 
future. I think George will come to love 
me. When I’m really grown up I’ll make 
up my own mind about things. I’m so 
grateful to George for helping me find a 
way to do this and still have a happy life. 

THE END 





Driven By Jealousy 


(Continued from Page 40) 


up in me. Oh, everything was all right. 
He would explain tonight and everything 
would be as before. 

I was mistaken. He didn’t mention the 
night before or dating anyone else. I 
brought it up—I had to! I could not stand 
the not knowing. I did my best to make it 
light and said, “By the way—I saw you 
and your other gal last night.” For a mo- 
ment there was a thick silence and I 
rushed on, “I couldn’t help seeing you—I 
wasn’t spying—I was pulling out of the 
Snack Shoppe when you drove by.” 

“Why should you say spying?” he 
asked, with a frown. “I’m not trying to 
hide anything. We're not engaged, you 
know.” 

“Of course I know.” I said too quickly. 


Then feebly, “I was just kidding.” Tears 
welled up but I turned to look out the 
window and swallowed hard to get the dry 
feeling out of my throat. 

Jerry pulled the car to the side of the 
road. He killed the motor and turned off 
the lights. He lit a cigarette and then re- 
laxed behind the wheel. 

“T’m sorry if I hurt you, Betty. I thought 
you knew I dated girls other than you.” I 
couldn’t answer and he went on, “Some 
day I hope to marry, settle down, have a 
family. But when I marry, that will be it. 
Till death do us part, as the saying goes. 
I want to be very sure. I have a deep af- 
fection for you, you must know that. I’ve 
dated you more often and longer than the 
others. But I’m not ready to pop the ques- 
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tion yet—to you or anyone.” 

“T understand.” [ said and inside me 
the words were singing—‘“deep affection— 
longer and more often than the others.” 
Oh, he did care, he did. All he needed to 
do was realize it himself. He threw his 
cigarette out the window and said huskily, 
“I’m glad—I don’t want to hurt you.” I 
slid easily into his arms and his kiss sent 
my world reeling. I don’t remember hold- 
ing so tight. I don’t recall giving him kiss 
for kiss, but the next thing I knew was 
the shocked realization that we had gone 
too far—there was no turning back. “Dar- 
ling, darling” was what he said. but I was 
sure he meant “I love you, love you.” It 
was the first time in my life anyone had 
ever wanted me, me as a person, I mean. 


OW can IJ tell of the agony of the next 

few weeks? He didn’t call any of- 
tener. When he did call and we went out, 
he made no reference to what had hap- 
pened that night. I couldn’t bring it up if 
my life had depended on it. And then— 
not only my life but another’s as well did 
depend on it. 

The very night that I told him. we drove 
across the state line and were married. I 
couldn’t believe it was happening. My lips 
trembled as the minister read the service. 
but after those anxious, agonizing days the 
relief was so great. I was numb. After the 
service we called my aunt and uncle who 
politely wished us well. Then we called his 


parents. “Why didn’t you tell us?” they 
asked. “We would have given you a wed- 


ding.” Jerry laughingly said. “We couldn’t 
wait.” My heart turned over at his words. 
No. we hadn’t waited—would it mar our 
marriage? Would it spoil everything? My 
fears were calmed that night. We went to 
a motel and when we went inside. I had 
to say, “Jerry. I’m sorry it had to be this 
way—I’ll make it up to you. I'll be a good 
wife.” My voice dropped to a whisper as 
I said, “I love you very much.” 

He took me in his arms and for a mo- 
ment. I could hear nothing but the strong 


beating of his heart. Gently. tenderly he 
said, “Don’t apologize for love. Betty. 
We'll have a good marriage.” Then he 


tilted my head up so that my eyes met his. 
and he said. my wife.” My 
heart melted within me and I was one 
flame of response to my husband. 

We rented a small furnished apartment 
and I quit my job. We told our friends 
that [ wanted to be a household executive. 
The truth of the matter was we thought it 
would be less obvious for I would have to 
quit work in a few months anyway. 

I enjoyed taking care of our apartment 
and I spent hours preparing dinner. I 
wanted everything to be extra nice for 
Jerry. Yes. I loved it at home, but I hated 
it when we had to go out. 

I spent the whole week before Christmas 
getting our place positively shining. I 
baked for two days to have everything nice 
for Christmas dinner. It would be the first 


“T love you. 


Christmas I had in my own home wit 
someone who cared about me. 

Then on Christmas Eve when I hea, 
Jerry’s key, I hurried to the door, by 
when I opened it, Jerry almost rolled 
the door—drunk. He dropped into a chy; 
and said apologetically, “Guess I had, 
few too many. The boss put a bottle oy 
when he left and Joe and I tried to draj 
it.” I smiled, though my face felt froze, 
and said, “I understand.” Yet I kept ag. 
ing myself, “Why? Why would he rathe 
sit and drink with someone he works with 
day in and day out, than come home to »: 
—especially at Christmas?” Jerry could’ 
eat and he just lurched into our hedroo 
and fell across the bed. 

New Year’s Eve we went out with 
friends. Everyone drank too much. }f 
soul shriveled when at midnight, with th 
bells ringing and the band playing, Jem 
went around kissing all the girls in oy 
crowd. I sat in a corner. He came towar! 
me, smiling, and reached out for me. I pulle! 
away from him and said as coldly as! 


could, “I don’t care to be mauled in pui| 


lic.’ His arms dropped to his sides as} 
they were anchors and he said. “I’m sor 
Betty—you must be tired. I should hay 
remembered—” and just then one of tly 
fellows called out, “Get with it. Jerry, it: 
later than you think.” 

“Yes. Jerry, don’t miss anything,” I sai 
tensely. hating myself at the same tin: 
“there may be a girl you’ve overlookel 
Have you been in the kitchen—?” 

He stood up and for a moment I ws 
sorry as he said grimly, “Let’s go.” 

The ride home was painfully silent. | 
wanted to apologize, but the vision of hir 
kissing those girls loomed before me an’ 
I could not say it. 

There were days when I could think 
nothing but Jerry’s “neglect.” as I calle’ 
it in my mind. I kept watching for litt 
things that indicated he wasn’t happy. 

Six months later our was bon 
Jerry named him Lee, after his father vw) 
was dead. When Jerry came the seco’ 
night at the hospital to visit me. I knw 
that he’d been drinking. I was so ang’ 
I was shaking all over and it was ll 
could do to talk to him decently. Then} 
was time for him to go. I clung to his ht 
and tears welled up in my eyes as he be 
to brush my lips lightly. “See you tom® 
and he was gone. 


son 


” 
row— 





$0 





Two years later our Judy was res? 
miniature of you.” Jerry said. 
looked like an infant doll in a ce 
display. And she was such a good baby. 

I was very busy with the housework 
caring for two babies. I was usually de 
tired at night, but I consoled myself that 
a few short months I would have everytl 
organized and life would become smoot) 
The baby was six months old and h 
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adapted herself to a schedule like an 
angel, when I broached Jerry on the sub- 
ject of other babies. He dropped the news- 
paper he had been reading and said, 
“What are you trying to tell me, Betty?” 

“Only that I want to be very careful that 
we don’t have any more children. Two 
are wonderful, and a boy and a girl are 
ideal. Let’s keep it that way.” I could 
hardly say that children tied me down and 
I couldn’t keep tabs on my husband, and 
neither could I admit his caresses were 
harder and harder to accept because I al- 
ways had the feeling his mind was else- 
where—perhaps with someone else. I 
didn’t like the feeling of being a handy 
substitute. Yet I didn’t really have any 
basis for this—why did I torture myself 
so? 

“Are you trying to say you don’t want 
to sleep with me anymore?” he asked 
bluntly. His face looked like it had been 
chiseled from granite and he went on 
cruelly, “If you are, don’t worry—lI don’t 
have to touch you. There are things a man 
can do, you know.” 

I didn’t mean to ask him—I didn’t mean 
to mention it at all—but suddenly the 
words just blurted out, almost of their 
own accord, “Jerry, would you—would you 
—cheat on me?” 

Flippantly he answered, “Not unless I 
gota good chance.” I realized he was try- 
ing to be funny, that he meant it as a joke, 
but then when he looked at my face he 
must have plainly seen that I didn’t think 
it was funny. Hoarsely I persisted. “Why 
did you marry me?” 

His eyes suddenly hardened. and _ his 
mouth tightened into a bitter line. “I had 
to—remember?” he answered. With 
words a little bit of me died. The words 
came pouring out of him and I was power- 
less to stop them as they flailed at me. “I 
had to marry you—I fell for the oldest gag 
in the world and now I’m stuck. Stuck real 
good. I sure can’t let two innocent children 
sufler from a broken home because I got 
hot pants one night.” 

I wanted to die. It was the ugliest thing 
lever heard in my life, not just his words 
but the expression on his face. I felt ab- 
solutely naked, stripped of everything in 
the world—and I was sick, so sick I could 
die. I put my hand to my head to stop the 
reeling and I heard a door slam. I made 
my way to my bedroom and laid down on 
the bed. I wished I would never have to 
get up. I don’t know how long I lay there 
—probably over an hour—my mind going 
over and over that scene, tormenting me, 
when I heard a sound and looked up to 
see Jerry. 

He stood in the doorway and leaned 
against the frame. His clothes were 
mussed and his eyes were bright. almost 
4s if he were holding back tears. Not until 
I saw him did I cry. Then the tears burst 
from me as if someone turned on a faucet. 
Instantly he held me in his arms and said 
tokenly, “Betty, Betty, forgive me. I don’t 


his 


know; what made me say those things. 
They aren’t true, darling, believe me, they 
aren’t true.” He kissed the back of my 
neck, my ears, my throat, and finally his 
lips claimed mine. I believed him because 
[ wanted to so desperately. 


FTER that I tried never to criticize 
“% Jerry again. I forced myself to accept 
the fact that he would come home intoxi- 
cated on holidays. I ignored the certainty 
that Jerry would be the life of the party 
when we went out. He’s just having a good 
time, | assured myself. Until the night that 
he came home and said the boss was hav- 
ing a barbecue for the employees at his 
club house. 

The night of the party Jerry wore one 
of his oldest pair of pants and a shirt that 
made me protest. “Don’t wear that—it’s so 
old it’s almost a rag.” 

“That’s all right. We’re going to fish.” 
He packed his fishing gear. whistling like 
a school boy. I ignored the jealousy in my 
heart that he was looking forward so to an 
outing where I was not invited. 

I watched television until late. Then I 
got a book I had been wanting to read. I 
would not admit to myself that I was wait- 
ing up. My head was nodding over the 
book when I heard the car in the drive. 
I got up and switched on the porch light. 
I heard him whistling. Anger welled in 
me. I would not—/ would not let it show. 
I forced a smile to my tight lips and said 
gaily, “I was trying to finish this book 
it’s terrific.” He said nothing and I said 
lightly. “Did you have a good time?” 

“Sure did. Look.” He held up a string 
of fish. 

Relief flooded me. He really had fished. 
I sat in the kitchen and watched while he 
cleaned the fish. I opened some cokes and 
as he worked, he told me that the boss had 
prepared the meal and it had been great. 
I asked him what the girls had done while 
the fellows fished, and he replied vaguely 
that he didn’t They had been at 
the club house while the men had been in 
a boat on the lake. I wanted to ask him 
what they wore, but I knew I had better 
At least I felt like he hadn’t been 
“out” on me. 


know. 


stop. 


The next morning he was cheerful. al- 
breakfast 
Guess I had 


though he announced at the 


table—‘Just coffee, please. 
too much beer last night.” 

Beer—and fishing. That certainly was 
nothing to complain about. I kissed him 
goodbye and he left for work. 

I picked up the clothes in our bedroom 
and started for the basement to do the 
laundry. I sorted the clothes, and as I 
picked up the old clothes Jerry had worn 
the night before, I debated whether they 
were worth washing. The shirt was—my 
eyes nearly popped as I caught sight of a 
smear of red on the collar of the shirt. I 
examined it closely. It was lipstick! My 
unsteady hand turned off the washing ma- 





chine and I climbed the stairs wearily to 
the kitchen. 

I wanted to confront Jerry with the 
shirt when he came home, to scream at him 
and tear at him. Wearily I knew it would 
do no good—he’d not tell me. I’d have to 
find out another way. 

I waited a week. A long, difficult week. 
Then I asked him what I had been plan- 
ning for so long. “Lee needs a coat, Jerry. 
Why don’t I go down and look at them, 
and then drop in your office for you to see 
it before I buy it.” 

“No need to do that. Get whatever you 
think he needs,” Jerry said. 

“I'd rather show it to you,” I insisted. 
“That is a lot of money—and besides, I 
don’t know much about boys’ styles.” I was 
afraid Jerry would think it was a weak 
excuse, but it was all I could think of. He 
never let on if he thought it was odd. 

I dressed with shaking hands to go shop- 
ping. I wanted to look my best. I left the 
baby with a sitter and then went downtown. 
I visited all the men’s stores and selected 
several overcoats. Then I went to Jerry’s 
office. He came to greet me and then in- 
troduced me to the other employees. The 
bookkeeper, Doris, was a beautiful girl. I 
judged her to be about five years younger 
than Jerry. She acknowledged the intro- 
duction with a brief smile and returned to 
the large books in front of her. 

The rest of the girls in the office were 
older. They were all friendly. Jerry took 
me into his office and we looked at the 
coats for Lee and selected a neat tweed. 

“Are all of the girls married?” I asked 
Jerry casually as he packed the coats in 
the boxes. 

“Yes—even Doris,” he answered evenly. 

My heart lurched. Did he know what I 
had done? He'd seen through my flimsy 
pretense to visit his office. Of course! I 
had been too obvious! I did not reply— 
there was nothing to say. 

I was leaving when a woman about my 
age entered the office. She did not see me 
immediately but waved to Jerry. He called 
to her, “Martha, come and meet my wie.” 
I liked Martha, she was so friendly. She 
picked Lee up and talked to him. When 
she sat him down, she said, “I have two 
boys of my own, you know.” 

Jerry excused himself for a moment to 
take a phone call and I said, off-handedly. 
“Does Doris have children, too?” 

“Nope—and married six years too.” an- 
swered Martha. 

“She’s very attractive,” I made myself 
say. 

“She certainly is,” agreed Martha, then 
added, “We're the best of friends.” She 
looked steadily into my eyes and I turned 
away from her. Did she guess my secret 
too? That I was here as a spy—to see who 
might have worn the lipstick at the bar- 
becue? To see who might be trying to take 
my husband away from me. 
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Doris was beautiful. My heart twisted 
with anguish. I would certainly be no 
match for her. He saw her every day at her 
best. Her hair beautifully done, her make- 
up faultless, her clothes attractive 
suddenly I felt like a hag. I wanted to 
take Lee and run. 


we NFAITHFUL, unfaithful” beat in 

my brain from that day on. During 
the day I could escape from the nagging 
torture, but at night, when all was quiet, 
there was no escape. I knew, I knew I was 
doing things all wrong. I should try to woo 
Jerry back to me. Somehow I couldn’t. The 
memory of that lovely girl at work had 
taken all the fight out of me. I could never 
compete with her. More and more fre- 
quently I said coldly, “I’m tired,” when 
Jerry would reach for me. If he had her, 
he wasn’t also going to have me! 

I accepted it numbly when Jerry told me 
he had joined a bowling team and would 
bowl two nights a week. I wanted to go 
to the bowling alley—but I was afraid to. 
What would I do if he wasn’t there? Our 
life became routine—without emotion. 

Jerry went out more and more. He joined 
clubs and was very active in them. I felt 
badly about it for the children’s sake, yet 
how could I ask him to spend more time at 
home when he and I were growing farther 
and farther apart? 

The Christmas holidays were approach- 
ing and I broached the subject of shop- 
ping for the children several times, but 
each time Jerry had a reason that he could 
not go. I trudged around the stores, envious 
of the other customers who shopped in 
pairs. 

Jerry was home when I got there, sitting 
in front of the television, laughing aloud 
at a program. 

“Have you been home long?” I ques- 
tioned. 

“Close to an hour. I paid Mrs. Bates and 
ran her home. The kids were asleep.” 

“I got Lee’s train tonight,” I volun- 
teered. I guess you could call that grunt 
a remark of approval. I tried again. “The 
stores look beautiful. Maybe you can go 
with me tomorrow night and we can finish 
up the shopping.” 

He aroused now and said, “Oh, did I 
forget to tell you? The company is having 


a Christmas party tomorrow night. The 
boss is taking us to Shrub’s for dinner. 


I wanted to hit him. I had to clench my 
fists to keep from picking something up 
and smashing it on top of his head: Damn 
—in those few minutes I hated him! The 
feeling of hate oozed out of me like tooth- 
paste from a tube. What was the use? I 
felt drained. No hate, no nothing. 

The next morning when he left, he took 
his best suit, his white shirt and tie and 
put them in the car. He kissed me lightly 
on the forehead. Neither of us said a word. 
I kept busy all day, but when evening 
came, there was nothing else to do. My 
hands were empty. I watched television 
until the station signed off, then I tried to 
read, but I couldn’t concentrate. At 3:00 


o’clock I was sure Jerry must have had 
accident. I began pacing the floor. My fe 
grew in me. Jerry was dead—I knew it! 

Dawn was streaking the sky with pup 
and pink when I heard the car turn ini 
drive. The key scratched against the |qj 
and slowly the door opened. Jerry gy, 
gered into the room. He was disheydy 
and had been drinking, but there was, 
doubt that he was sober now. I prayed jy 
the right words to say. 

Then the fear that I had lived with 
night was transformed into rage and indy 
nation as I saw his collar with two ly 
stick smears, and the unmistakable smujy 
of pancake make-up on his shirt. I fley 
him like a tigress and my fingernails raly 
across his face. I slapped at his cheek, |y! 
he grabbed my flailing arms and held they 
so I could not reach him. I lunged for}; 
hair and gave it a yank. I kicked his shi 
and his hold on me loosened. All the tip! 
I was pouring forth words of hate a 
rage. “I know, I know you have been oy 
with a woman. Some father you are! Sop 
husband. Some man!” I shrieked. My em 
tion was growing more violent within rat 
I wanted to destroy him any way I cou 
I writhed within his grasp. 

“You’re damn right I’ve been with; 
woman,” he said in a voice so cold; 
calmed me momentarily. “I’m tired | 
sleeping with an ice box. If you woul 
have shown a little more of this spirit 
bed more than once, it wouldn’t have ha 
pened,” he said savagely. 

“That’s right—that’s right—blame me. 
I screamed at him. Then I spit at his 
Right in the face. For an instant I thoug! 
he was going to strike me. Then he pick 
me up bodily and carried me kicking a 
twisting into our bedroom. I held onto tly 
door jamb, but he tore my hands los! 
He threw me roughly on the bed and i 
an instant was on top of me. I beat at lit 
face and shoulders with my fists and by 
only laughed. I was powerless against bi’ 
strength. I hated my body with an # 
tensity that make me weak and sick, ft 
it betrayed me. Against my wishes 
husband took me _ savagely—and | © 
sponded against my will. As soon 3s! 
could get up, I went to the bathroom dow 
and deliberately left it open and vomitt 
as noisily as I could. My body was we 
with perspiration and I was weak whet 
returned to our room. I fell into bed att 
went to sleep from sheer exhaustion. | 

To be concluded next month. | 
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